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= — — — As thus we talk ed, 

Our hearts would burn within us, would inhale 
That portion of divinity, that ray 

Of pureſt heaven, which lights the public ſoul 
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DRAMATIS PERSON 
MEN. 


Driowys1vs, 
Dion, _ 
Hiparnvus, 
T1MOCRATES, 
SIFFREDI, 
SPEUCIPPUS, 
 EpicHaRNus, 


[ 
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| LEONTINE, 
' PHriLisTVS. 
| WOMEN. 
25 
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ARISTOMACHE, 
SOPHROSYNE, 
ARETE, 
Evupocia, 
SEGESTA, 


Soldiers, Guards and Attendants. 


SCENE S1c1LY, in and about SYRACUSE. 
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EPiCHARNUS. 
E. S, LrOoxTIxE, to live is to be free: 
Men's freedom gone, their pow'rs and god- 
like aims 
Like rivers bound in icy fetters, loſe 
All utility. Proud man enſlay'd 
Is but a bare exiſtence; figure, form, 
Are all the marks that indicate his nature. 
All-glorious liberty makes Gods of men; 
That jewel, wiſe men prize as life itſelf; 


# 

8 | 
: 

| 

EN 

: 

5 

: 
| £0020 
| 

ö : 
3 

: 

| 

4 

: 

: 

: 

| 


. . I 1 

Nay, as the noble privilege of Gods. N 

4 B LEONTINE. ” 
e e —— YRS A 


| 
| 
[ 
| 
® 


THE PATRIOT. 
LEoONTINE. 

There ſpoke the genius of our little ſtate ; 

Each riſing morn is big with mighty miſchief, 

Deſtruction, ſlaughter, and a thoufand ills : 

The tyrant's ravages, and ſtern decrees, 


His vile ſuſpicions, and inhuman rage, 


Have almoſt ruin'd wretched Sicily: 

Our tongues are not our own; for ere the air, 

Has from our lips beguiPd our honeſt meaning, 

Our lives are forfeit, our eſtates, our all. 

In vain the golden harveſt gilds the fields; 

Plenty, in vain pours out her luſcious ſtores ; 

War's thunders roll in vain; the ſenate's wiſdom 

Stands us 1n little ſtead, whilſt broils and feuds 

Divide us from ourſelves. Fair unity, 

That bond of all perfection now is fled ; 

And liberty, that darling of our ile, 

Has quite forſaken our unhappy fhore : 

Now under vizars patrons meet their ſlaves, 

Full-mouth'd with rail'ry and licentious ſcoffs. 

Stateſman nor prince eſcapes; ſuſpended laws, 

Are claſpt in uſeleſs books and juſtice dumb; 

None dare complain, and thus our country 
groans 

Bencath oppreſſion and ten thouſand ills. 

EPICHARNUS. 

Dion, a patriot, noble, wiſe, and good, 

Perchance may rouze the tyrant from his flumber, 

Hold up the mirror of his matchleſs fury, 
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THE PATRIOT. 3 


And force him to deteſt ſuch cruel ſway; 

So may our country 'ſcape impending ruin. 
LONTI NI. 

That noble lord ſtands now in high eſteem, 


He is the only prop of wretched e. 


EPICHARNUS, 
His wife AzzTz's ſiſter to the queen, 
On her account no doubt the rigid tyrant 
Bears him affection. 

LEON TIN E. 

His intrinſic worth 

Commands, not courts eſteem. His mighty arm 
Guides the loud thunder of relentleſs war; 
Great 1 in the field, as in the ſenate great. 

EPICHARNUS. 
Yet ſhould the cruel tyrant chance to frown, 
He like the reſt of Syracuſa's friends 
Would feelhis vengeful rod ;—or bonds, or death. 

LEONTINE. 

Good heav'n avert it. O! how bleſt the ſtate 
Where kings are ſervꝰd through love unaw'd by fear 
But 'tis not ſo in Sicily. Tis ſaid 
Hir ARNus loves the tyrant's daughter much. 

EpichARNus. 
J fear *tis falſe report. That knot once ty'd 
Might prove propitious to our country's weal : 
If not the preſent, yet there would be hope 
That future times, might taſte the ſweets of li- 
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EHE PATRIOT. 
LEONTINE. 

Oft to this gloomy grove he makes retire, 

And many an hour paſſes penſive here; 

This is about his time. He riſes early. 

 Ep1cHARNUS, 
We then may give ſome credence to this news, 
For lovers moſt delight in ſolitude : 


They ſhun the world as if they not belong'd to it. 


But ſee he comes ; — he bends his ſteps this way. 
Let us depart. Succeſs attend the youth. 


[ Exeunt. 


Enter Hiparnvus. 
How reſtleſs have I paſt the tedious night 
Whether I wake or ſleep, by night or day, 
Evpoclia ſwinis before my wond'ring eyes. 
She is my peace! my reſt! my all of joy 
My foul is hers! ah! would her heart was mine! 
What countleſs wealth would be in my poſſeſſion ! 


Were the proud Pike, vaſt Alps and Pyrencans 


One heap of ſolid gold ; Old ocean's drops 

So many coſtly pearls; each grain of ſand 

A kingdom, or a world, all were too poor 
To ſemble out her worth. More precious far 
Each virtue ſhe inherits. Her love I count, 
As angels count the kind, the gracious ſmiles 
Of that divinity, whom they adore. 

Let me be cautious leſt I rouze her father, 
And ſhe is ſnatch'd for ever from my ſight. 
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THE PATRIOT. 


"2 Left Phaeton like I ſet the world on flame: 


| I'll ſeek her out and once more urge my ſuit. | | 
4 Thou Phœbus, if thou'ſt ought to do with love, 4. 
Direct a lover to his bleſt elyſium: 5 
1 Tis paradiſe where'er Eyupocia dwells, J 
And ſhe the genius of the bleſt abode. S 
| O all ye preſidents of love attend me ! | 
[ Extt. 
3 . — = Þ 
: z : 
4 SCENE II. 4 
| AN INNER CHANBER: | 
6 
5 Enter Dion end ARETE. : 
| ARETE. | g 
& Are we then only like united ſtreams 5 
] From the ſame fountain flowing diff *rent ways? Þ 
If Dionysvs was a royal fon, | : 
* SopHROSYNE and I were royal daughters, * 
| And was not our queen-mother Dion's ſiſter ? | 
4 Thus cloſe connected, all our glory's one, 4 
2 Then grudge not the profuſion which is ſeen ; 
f In public ſhows and celebrating games; ; 
„ The ſtatues richly cloath'd is common pomp * 
| And marble pavements hid; een altars dreſt | 
With new cropt flow'rs, which preſt, ſweet odors 
riſe 
And 
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THE PATRIOT. 


And mix with praiſe and incenſe to the Gods. 
Truſt me, my Dion, much I fear thy looks, 


O'ercaſt with deep diſguſt, and ſuch dark Siem, 


Will ſuit but ill the ſplendor of a court: 
For mine own ſake, for heav'ns and thine ly 


There will be laughing eyes and flatt'ring tongues 


That mean thy life no good. Be once advis'd. 
Dion. 

I own ARETE 1 deteſt theſe revels; 

Where all is minſtreliy, and maſk, and muſic : 

Revolving moons have wain'd and fill'd again, 

And left the riot and debauch unfiniſh'd. 

For me, I'm weary of the ſhare I hold; 

To ſee a prince thus diſſolutely bent, 

Slothful, and ſlow to ev'ry thing but vice, 

Ign'rant of all, except th* abuſe of pow'r, 

And wanting aid he knows not how to uſe; 

I fay 'tis this, makes patriot ſouls withdraw, 

And quit a poſt which honor can't ſuſtain. 
ARETE. 

Hear me one moment, let this feſtal paſs ; 

Find. out an hour to ſpeak with Dionys1vs. 

You have beſide the commonweal at heart, 

A wife, a ſon, a ſiſter now to ſave.— 

Now by theſe ſacred ties. — 


Enter SPEUCIPPUS. 
SPEUCIPPUS. | 
Great prince and princeſs 

| The 
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THE PATRIOT. 


The preſence opens, and our gracious queen 
F'en now receives the compliments of birth. 
The rooms are crouded all, and the wide doors 
| Scarce give admittance to the glittring train: 
But who are they who bend and bow the knee; 
Your abſence robs the court of half its luſtre. 


Is it thy love that brings this notice to us ? 
Or art thou under dictate or command ? 
| SpEUCIPPUS. 


2 

| 

"$ + 

| Dior. 

S From whence SPEUCIPPUS all this gloſs of tongue? 

: 

8 1 

+ 7 
Both, both my lord, for none but I am choſen | 

| To regulate the ſports and keep the mirth 

Spreading and riſing to a certain pitch, 

0 And not exceed too much—if poſſible. : 

Dion. 

| Sure *tis a character right well fill'd up, | 

+ And what thou'rt fit for; thou wilt laugh thy 4 

5 ſhare. 8 

f SPEUCIPPUS. } 

+ There will be ample cauſe. Ay, when I ſee * 

| The courtier ent'ring with his well-ſer face, | 
Smiles on his cheeks, and in his double heart 

: Int'reſt and falſe ambition—Then's the time; T 

And when I ſee wine in the common ſtreet J 

4 Flow from the conduits, and the prefling crouds & 
Withhold a bleſſing and keep back a curſe 

| Till have commun'd with Bacchus then s the | 

0 time, 
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8 THE PATRIOT. 


To ſee me waited on and follow'd cloſe— _ 
The good Spevcippus, very beſt Speucippus.— 
ARETE. 
But I forgot to aſk thee, is our fon 
Gone forth ? his duty calls him early. 
SPEUCIPPUS. 
I met him bleſt with hundreds. It is not 
To name the hope of Sicily's fate ? 
Dios, 


No more; 
But hence to thy adopted taſk, and ſay 
Except thy private bleſſing we met none 
For all things turn to curſes. Come ArETE. 
[ Exeunt. 
SpeuciPpus Solus. 
Sent here by Plato, to attend the ſteps 
Of this lord Dion, our moſt worthy friend; 
Divert his thoughts from ſtudy too ſevere— 
Inſtead of that, I've catch'd his malady, 
And ſeem to *bate of more than half my ſpirit. 
My ſouls at Athens ſtill, dear native ſeat 
Of mirth well manag'd ; Syracuſe conſumes 
And burns in flames of luxury and waſte : 
Be Dio ſafe and chance direct the reſt. 
uit. 
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SSENE III. THE f 


Dionvyslvs, Dion, TIMO RATES, SirFREDI, So- 
PHROSYNE, ARE TE, ARISTOMACHE, and others. 


Diowvys1vUs. 

The tedious ceremony o'er, at laſt 
Let pleaſure hve, and with fantaſtic round 
Dance thro' the circhng hours and crown the day. 
The roof that does not ring with ſhout and ſong, 
Harbors a foe to the auſpicious birth 
Of my SorpnrosyNE, my earth-born Venus. 
Bid the ſhrill trumpet loudly ſound our joy, 
Call ev'ry ſkilful hand to touch the firings, 
And let ſhrill echo double ev'ry ſtrain : 
Let nature wear one gen' ral face of joy, 
No clouded brow prophane our hallow'd rites, 
But ſignalize this day, this happy day 
That bleſt me with my lovely, beauteous queen. 

| SOPHROSYNE. 
Say do we not encroach upon the Gods ? 
Rob them of incenſe ? Is continual praiſe 
Due to the name of mortal majeity ? 
Should we not make a pauſe, nor let exceſs 
Ofercorie our wearicd ſenſe, leſt we grow giddy 
In looking from ſuch lofty heights too long? 


GC Diowysrvs. 
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Drownvys1vs. 


thee : 
Pleaſures without thee, live but in their name, 
Night brings no joy, and ſuns ſhine bright in vain. 
ARISTOMACHE. 
O happy daughter! when I kiſs'd thee firſt, 
And recommended thee to the bleſt Gods, 
I pour'd out laviſh prayers and they were heard; 
I ſaw thee beauteous, virtuous, and a queen, 
But then ſuch ſigns of love from Dionyſius, 
Such ſweet, domeſtic, true felicity, 
Exceeds my expectations and my thoughts. 
Bleſt be the hour that join'd your hands and hearts! 
Bleſt the then ruling hymeneal ſtar ! 
O may 1t govern ſtill, and govern ever ! 
| Dio. 
Siſter tis known to the conſiderate world 
That nothing keeps its ſtay. 
D1onys1vs. 

Then let it vary. 
Perhaps there ſtill are higher joys, if ſo, 
New glory to our love, to envy woe. 
Dion. 
Who envys me, would that he took my place, 
D1owys1vs. 


Whence comes it D1ow that the gen'ral joy, 


The ſmiles of our lov'd queen, and the whole court, 
Leave 


What's regal ſtate, a throne and ſov'reign power? 
They're nothing worth, but as they're ſhar'd with 


ten NA norte RIES 


CAN roo, Sree LA Rx %, 


THE FC SE wo, 
Leave thy contracted brow mark'd deep with 
frowns ? 


Art thou diſhonor'd ? Are the ſongs of praiſe 
Due to SopHRoSYNE, diſgrace to thee ? 
Die. 
If Syracuſa ſuffers no diſgrace; 
Dio ſtands high in fame: the preſence free, 
Aſk me again, why pleaſure lives not with me; 
For what I have to ſay is private counſel; 
And only fits the ear of Dionys1vs. 
Diowys1vUs. 
Yes my SOPHROSYNE, and thy ARETE, 
Shall hear theſe high complaints, that check our 
mirth, 

And interrupt our hallow'd feſtival. 

[Exeunt all but Drionys1us, Dio, 

SOPHROSYNE, and ARETE. 
Now Dio tell us what muſt be new-plac'd, 
And where the king's fault lies, ſay what's too 
much, 
Then wiſh our ſplendor all echps'd ? What thorns 
Haſt thou to ſtick our crown with ? Now peak or on. 
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There is, which dwells with all the brave and good, 3 

A certain freedom in the tongues of men, f 
Unknown to grov'ling ſycophants and ilaves, 2 

By which, as well as act, great minds do judge | 

Of one another. Should I dare to {pez ks, 

Such freedom do I claim: the heart of Dx 5 
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Is no receptacle of fawning flatt ry, 


— N 


Zut love and hnnour there hold ſtrict alliance; 
Advice that comes from out the mouth of truth, 


Who knows not to deceive or to betr ay, 
Is ail that waits Droxyslus. 
DioxvysIUts.. 


Then ſpeak on. 


Dio. 
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Look round your ſtate, the times are out of joint, 
And ak the deepeſt judgment to reſtore them. 


The preſent ſituation of our foes, 
Lowers deſtruction on your crown and ſtate ; 
Mighty and powerful their force and arms, 
And Sicily's but weak and few in number: 
But what of that, were all our ſouls ſincere, 
And rigid virtue gave the law to arms. 
But much I fear delufive, empty pleaſures 
Have got ſuch firm poſſeſſion of our hearts, 
That manly fortitude and virtuous valor, 
(Thoſe ancient glories of our little iſle) 
Are fied, are loſt; and cruelty and wrong, 
Gigantic, ſtalk o'er our enfcebled iſle. 


For heavens take, for thine own fake, beware; 


Baniſh thele coſtly feſtivals of mirth, 


Which pleaſe the vulgar, but diſguſt the brave: 


Theſe are but fading How'rs, tranſient bliſs ; 
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But there's a pleaſure found in virtuous deeds, 


Succeeding to the very end of time, 
And is a paiiport to cternal joy. 
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Let honor, juſtice, valour and renown, 

With clemency and gentle mercy join'd, 

Now rule a ſinking ſtare; ; *tis yours to ſave, 

Tis yours to reign, to conquer, and be bleſt; 

An carly hero, and a godlike king. 
Perhaps already J have ſaid too much, — 
Dioxvys1vs. 

No; we will patiently abide reproof : 

Proceed and ſound the depth of all our griefs, 

Blazon out ev'ry fault; hide nothing from me. 

Dios. 

Lives there a man who wiſhes Sicily well, 

And mourns he not the error of the times ? 

Our laws, our liberties, and glorious rights, 

Deriv'd from heroes molt renown'd and famous, 

Are baſcly trampled on by lawleſs power: 

Brothers with brother daily do engage 

In battles dire; mad as jarring waves, 

When wind and tide contend. O my Prince! 

Deſtruction ſprings from luxury and vice, 

The bane of courts. The happieſt monarch he 

Who beſt ſccures the precious mines of love, 

That he deep rooted in his ſubjects hearts. 

There have been ſome who laid the world in 

ruins, 

Tyrants who conquered—but to fall themelven, 

O! how unlike to thoſe, that happier monarch ! 

Who loves his country preferable to life; 

Who ſceks his ſubjects eaſe, with toil and pain; 
Purſues 
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14 THE PATRIOT. 


Purſues fair ſcience through her winding mazes, 

And bids the muſes and the arts revive; 

Who makes his peoples happineſs his own; 

Their hearts his kingdom, and their love his law. 

Di1owvs1vs. 

Dion, thy eloquence alarms my ſoul, 

I feel I want the virtues of a king. 

Proceed, and tell me how I may attain them. 

Dio, 

I' touch him to the quick, my country aſks it, 

And in her cauſe, not death ſhall fright me 
from 1t, [ A/ede, 

Then frankly thus, Thy rigid reign forego, 

Be brave, be bold, be valorous and great 

But be not bloody: rather build thy fame 

On clemency and juſtice. Let thy laws 

Be what they ought to be—the guards of free- 
dom. 

Away with vile ſuſpicions and miſtruſt, 

And be the gentle father of thy people : 

So ſhall they form themſelves by thy example ; 

Thou rule with pleaſure, they with joy obey. 

It war ſhould call us out to glorious deeds, 

With chearfulneſs your ſubjects will contribute 

Ev'ry aid, and die with joy for Sicily. 

Ev'n now our foes ſtand forth in dread array, 

And all our aid ſeems ſtill too ſmall for conqueſt. 

Fifty proud gallies ſtor'd with men and arms, 

Myſelf ſhall furniſh at thy royal call; 
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THE PATRIOT, 15 


I read a ſecret j Joy upon thy cheeks, 
And kind SophkRosvxNxE ſmiles not in vain, 
|  Drowvs1vs, 
Dion thy words enchant me, and I feel 
A ſecret joy unknown to me before: 
Thou art my friend, thy rule ſhall be my guide, 


And by thy actions will I ſquare my own. 


Dio. 
Diſmiſs the ſports, nor longer give a looſe 
To luxury, it unmans the ſoul, and ſerves 
But to enfeeble nature. Scorn thou thoſe, 
Whoſe vile and flatt'ring tongues commend: thy 
vices, 
And fraudulent approve, or right or wrong: 
For no man's ſo abſolute in perfection, 
But he will often ſtray from virtue's path, 
And majeſty itſelf, tho? counted ſacred, 


Bewitch'd by pow'r, may ſink below itſelf. 


Drowys1vs. 
D1ow we'll in, and quick conſult ſuch means, 


As beſt may ſuit, to rid us of our foes : 


That done—the aim of all my future life, 

Shall be my country's good. They ſhall not 
groan 

Beneath oppreſſion's rod. Our ifle ſhall ſay 

That Droxysius 'gan his reign to day. 
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Enter TiMocRaTEs Solus. 


ITHOUT ſucceſs, deſpairing, and de- 
ſpis'd, 
To love, tops all the torments of the damn'd: 
Since firſt my eyes beheld ARETE's beauty, 
My ſoul has loſt her reſt, moans all the night, 
And ev'ry new-born day increaſes grief. 
Long have I pin'd in ſecret o'er affliction 
That ſhe is Dion's wife, is hell to me; 
That name of wife, harrows up all my ſoul 
It muſt be ſo; — thro' Dion's blood I'll wade 
To my enjoyment; tho? ten thouſand deaths 
Should bar my way. Beneath heav'ns vault who 

lives, 
That ſuffers pangs like mine? But here's S1F- 
FREDI, 

Long have I prov'd him a right-worthy lord : 
Suppoſe I now unriddle my delign, 
Acquaint him with the bus'neſs of my foul, 
And ftrive to mould him to my ſecret purpoſe ;— 
[ Pau/ing. 


It ſhall be ſo, 
Enter 
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THE PAT NI  m 


Ziiter SIFFREDIL. 


T1iMOCRATRS. 
My lord SiFFREDI welcome, 
SIFFREDIL. 
I thank thy love TimocRATEs, but my foul 
Welcomes not life, with half that chearfulneis. 
| TIMOCRATES. + 


For ever anxious for our country's weal. 


SIFFREDI, 
What poor SirrREDI can—he does, TIMOCRATES 
But vainly doth the moon her broad face ſhew, 
When ſol's refulgent luſtre gilds the day. 


Mark'd you not Diox's haviour to Dionys1vs ? 


TIMO RATES. 

did obſerve, but ſcarcely could-I bear it, 
What inſolence fat ſeated on his brow | 
The ſports diſpleas'd, nay gave him high diſguſt, 
And this he cloaks beneath the name of virtue: 
Truſt me SIFFREDI, his high tow'ring mind, 
Will to our country's peace, ſoon fatal prove. 
5 SIFFREDLI., 
What means TIMOcRAT ESD His zeal is glorious. 
Already has he offer'd in our cauſe, 
Fifty proud gallies, ſtor'd with men and arms, 
Ready, at call againſt the common foe, 
All at his own expence. 

D T1M0CRATES 
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SC 


T1IMOCRATES. 
»Tis all deluſion, 
All a * SIFFREDI ; ſeeſt thou not 
To what his high ambition leads him on ? 
I marvel thou doſt not. 
 _ SIFFREDI. 


Speak then thy drift, 
If thou can't truſt S1yrREDI with thy words. 
TIMOSRATEs. = 
Ves, thouſhaltknow, what thou too ſoon wilt prove. 
When ſickneſs ſeiz d the elder Dionysvs, 
And he about to die; ſought not this lord, 
This mighty Diox, to have fix*d the crown, 


| 
[ 
| 
Not on Drioxvsius's head, but on the ſons 
if 


Of AriSTOMACHE his ſiſter ? Hence 

We may well ſuggeſt his preſent purpole. 
SIFFREDI. 

T1McocRATES you wrong this noble lord. 

- ?Tis theſe ſuſpicions feed the dreadful fire 

That makes a boiling Etna of our ifle. 

Thele weak ſuggeſtions give to feuds their birth, 

And thus unhappily enſlave our country. 


T1IMOCRATES. 
Thou ſeem'ſt lukewarm StrrREDI and em, 
Too much of peace about thee. Too ſecure 
In weak credulity and outward ſhow. 

SIFFREDI. 

What means Timoce ares, I wear a foul 
As great, as good, as noble as his own. 
TIMOCRATES 
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THE PATRIOT. 19 
T1MOCRATES. 
SirrREDI, let not rage o'ercome thy reaſon; 
If one hour hence, I give not ample proof 
That Dron' s falfe, my life ſhall ſtand for his. 
 SIFFREDI, 
It ſhall, and know that I expect it of thee. 
T 1MOCRATES. 
May I be ſcorn'd by all the great and good, 
When I am backward in a cauſe like this. 
I owe that monſter Diox keeneſt hate, 
And thou, (his deeds being known,) fhalt hate 
him too, 
Deteſt him like a common plague in nature, 
Like what he 1s —a traitor to his country. 
SIFFREDI, 
I ſtand aghaſt. I long to know a proof. 
T1MOCRATES. 
In one ſhort hour I'll meet thee here again, 
Thine eyes ſhall then convince thee of the deed : 
Then will we to the king, and there unfold 
His black conſpiracies. 
SIFFREDI, 
For Sictly's good 
Command me as you will. My lord, farewell 
[ Exeunt ſeverally. 
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HiyarRnus and Eupocla. 


HipaRNus. 
hou hoard of ſweets ! tranſcendent lovely maid! 
Whoſe beauty gilds the day with brighter luſtre ; 
Bciow, thou all that heaven can bcitow ; 

Why, for thoſc lovely ſmiles and roſy bluſhes, 
Which with alternate grace were wont to play, E 
(Hidirg the little loves beneath their veil) F 
Doſt thou put on thoſe cruel, dreadful, frowns, a 

Averſe to all I utter? Why Evupocia 
Art thou ſo deaf to love, to love and me? | 
Can'it thou in fad deſpair thus ſee me Janguiſh ? . 
Thou lovely cherub, ſoft as tender mercy, ; 
Harden not thus your heart againſt my love. | 
| 


— 


Can'ſt thou behold me ſigh away my ſoul, * 
Nor dart one cheering beam, one glimpſe of hope | 
Thou Cupid ! Cyiheres! Hvmen! all! 25 
Be witneſs that my conſtant faithful heart, 

Delights in nothing but the fair Eupocia; 

*T'is but with thee I reliſh nature's ſweets, Ve 
Without were all inſipid, poor and vain ; 

*Tis but for thee I live; *tis thine alone 


| To ſave or to deſtroy ; pronounce my doom. 5 


EupociA 
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EuDOCIA. 


Alas! Hirarnus, in our weaker ſex, 

Thou think'it it little for our ſtruggling hearts 
To combat with our virgin doubts and fears. 
Men, who are taught to word it like the gods, 
All-powerful bur fatal in perſuaſion, 

Soon conquer and ſubdue our tender fouls, 


And Syren-like betray us to our ruin. 


HipaRNnus. 
Now by my ſoul's beſt hope, my dear Evpocia, 
I ſwear that worlds combin'd ſhall ne'er part us. 


| Sooner ſhall gods their chryſtal thrones forego 


And dwell on earth, than I forſake Evpocia. 
Thou ſweeteſt ſweet ! thou richeſt, gorgeous trea- 
{ure! 

Let emperors for fame and wealth engage; 

My treaſure lies within thy lovely arms, 

And if thou lov'it like me, there's none fo bleſt. 
EvuDOCIA, 

Strive not Hieazxus, *tis in vain to plead, 

Unſkill'd, unpractis'd in the art of love, 

I know not half the tricks of faithleſs men: 

Even from infancy you're taught to flatter, 

And in your rip'ning years you learn deceit 

From time to time, poor women you ſeduce, 

Poor women, born but to increaſe your joys. 
Hip ARNvus. 

Still doſt thou doubt: By heav'n my love is pure 


As ever angel offer'd to his God. 
Thou 
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| THE PATRIOT: 


Thou ſay'ſt men are faithleſs and inconſtant, 


What then are women who from nature ſtray, 


And keep the bleſſing back they're born to grant? 
Evpocia. 

That grant on whom we pleaſe we - may beſtow; ; 

That in our power lies. To know the hearts, 

The conſtancy, or vile deceits of men, 

Requires more time, and ſeaſons opportune. 

_ Hiparnvus. 

Tell me but how to give thee ample proof ; 

The greateſt danger ſhall be pleaſure to me, 


Already have I vow'd, already ſworn, 


That my poor heart can harbour nought but thee 3 
What can I more to give thee ſatisfaction ? 
Evupocia. 


Know'ſt thou not youth, the war now calls thee 


hence ? 
Love but enfeebles manly ſouls : away, 
And as thou act'ſt the bus'neſs of the field, 
So may'ſt thou hope return of love from me. 
Hiparnus. 


- And wilt thou cruel drive me from thy arms ? 


Yes, I'II to war where greateſt dangers rage; 
The worſt leſs perilous than is thine eye: 
FI ſeek for death amongſt the thickeft ranks, 
And bleſs my fate, if happily I find it : 
Honor and glory now ſhall be my aim, 
Scenes fitteſt to divert a loveſick ſoul. 


Yes, cruel maid, when I receive the blos 
- That 
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THE PATRIOT: 23 
That ends my ſuff*rings, my ſoul ſhall bleſs thee, 
But e're 1 go, O grant a parting kiſs, — 

A laſt farewell—now haſte I hence to prove, 

If glorious war and arms, can gain thy love. | Going. 

EupociA. 

And can'ſt thou leave me thus? O ſtay, yet ſtay, 

My ſoul has much to utter, much to act: 

Perhaps e're night, cold, ſpiritleſs, and bloody, 

Back on the ſhoulders of ſurviving ſoldiers 

I meet thee borne—mytelt the wretched cauſe— 

How ſhall I then ſupport the horrid ſcene, 

When all will pity thee, and hate Eupocta ! 
__Hiparnvs. 


Withdraw thy word, and let me ever gaze 


On thoſe bright eyes, the eſſence of my being 
EvuDocla. 

Forbear Hir ARN Us; know Evupocia's ſoul, 

Diſdains the wretch that idly waſtes his time 

In love complaints, when bleeding Sicily ſtands 

Surrounded by her common foe : haſte hence, 


For ſhould Dioxnys1vs know thy drift of love 


Kept thee one moment from the camp ; thy life, 
And even mine would hardly make amends 
For ſuch neglect. E'en now we're inſecure, 


Fly, fly, I charge thee fly, and hope the beſt. 


HipaRNus. 
And would'ſt thou pleaſe me with that rattle hope? 
O rather tell me to deſpair and die: 
Tell me to fly from life and thee at once; 
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24 THE PATRI ton 
Or bid me face thy cruel father's frowns, 
And die within thy view: depriv'd of thee 
Were pangs unutterable and fad deſpair, 
Tis rage, diſtraction, madneſs, fury, death. 
Evupoctia. 
And would'ft thou loſe thy country for a woman? 
Shame on thy manhood, where's the hero now ? 
Are theſe the great exploits of Diox's fon ?— _ 
To tell ſoft tales of love, to ſigh, to whine 
At home, when all our brave and noble youths 
Are rolling the dread thunder of the war, 
And rapt with victory ?—Hieaznvs hence, 
Methinks I hcar them blame thy long delay, 
And me thar keeps thee here. 
HiPparnus. 
Think not Evpocia 
That I would linger now at home ſupine, 
When Sicily's fate calls loudly to the field, 
But e're I go, O bleſs me with thy love, 
Promiſe me one reward for all my toll ; 
I aſk but one reward; thy beauteous ſelf. 
Then will I fly with wings as ſwift as thought, 
Cut down whole hecatombs of Sicily's foes, 
And gladly bring Evupocra all the ſpoil. 
Evupocia. 
But ſee thy father comes to chide thee hence. 
Hieparnus. 
I part with thee as ſinners part with life, 
Dubious of future happineſs and joy. 


— 8 
THE-PAT REST. 3 
Oh! if thy wiſhes follow me to battle, 


Certain ſucceſs ſhall wait upon my ſword. 
Let then thy love await on that ſucceſs. 


E.upocia. 
In plain, it ſhall. Hence, hence my good Hi- 
PARNUS, | 
HIiPARNUS, 


Now thou reviv'ſt my foul. My love farewell. 
And heay' nly pow'rs, for ever guard Eupocia. 
[ Exeunt ſeverally. 


Lyler Dion and SPEUCIPPUS. 


Dio. 
By heav'n 'tis well —Hiearwus and Eupocia! 
Twice have I thus ſurprized them together, 
And twice they've 'ſcap'd me. 
OPEUCIPPUS, 
They would have it ſo. 
Lovers awhile chuſe love ſhould be conceal'd. 
Died. 
What means Sprycippus? By niy foul I vow, 
If for Eupocia's love, HieaRwus ſues, 
| He ſeeks withal an angry father's curſe, 
SPEUCIPPUs, I deteit the tyrant's race, 
Tho” ſhe excell'd her ſex in ev'ry virtue, 
And far ſurpaſt them in extream of beauty; 
I'd rather fee him dead, than wed Evupccia. 
But fee, he comes, F'll tax him with his love. 
E Re-enter 
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26 THE PATRIOT. 
Re-enter Hir ARNUs. 
You ſeem'd depart from hence my ſon in haſte, 
Say did a father interrupt your love? 
Hear me, Hir ARNus-youth's a giddy ſeaſon, 
When oft our reaſon is ſubdu'd by paſſion : 
Love, then expands itſelf o'er all the ſoul, 
And tyrant-like, drives out the nobler pow'rs; 
Senſe turns to weakneſs, reaſon quits her court, 
And all within is anarchy and uproar. 
Be ever cautious, bind her on thy neck, 
For with thy reaſon, quiet takes her flight: 
Now if thou lov'ſt the fair Eupocia, * 
TIIPARNNus. 
Who can behold her and be free from love, 
Not all— 
Di. 

Be ſtill, I fear'd as much before. 
Now by my hopes of heav'n it muſt not be. 
Tho? excellent and virtuous as ſhe ſeems, 
In ſoul and nature much unlike Dioxys1vs 
I ſwear thou muſt not caſt an eye that way. 
Unleſs thou mean'ſt to gain a father's curſe, 
Become a ſtranger to his houſe and heart, 
Renounce all thoughts of love for your EupociA: 
Here promiſe in the awful ſight of heav'n, 
To give up ev'ry thought of love and her; 
Or fly my face, live a deteſted ſon, 
Forego all duty, and admire Eupocia, 
Go feed upon her beauty, drink her tears, 

But 
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But never let my eyes behold thee more ; 
Expect no bleſſing for I here diſown thee, 
_ Unleſs obedience ſpeaks thee ſtill a fon. 
HipaRxNus. 
If e'er thou felt the force of love like mine, 
Then ſuffer, Sir, a duteous ſon to plead. 
Have I ſince reaſon dawn'd upon my ſoul, 
And pointed out the way to noble daring, 
Once faild obſequious duty? Caſt not off 
Your duteous ſon, nor think that love unmans 
The noble vigour of my dauntleſs ſoul. 
No, bid me fly where thickeſt battles rage, 
Where death's moſt buſy, and with wings as ſwift 
As thought, III haſte to meet the braveſt foe : 
Call it but duty, and the taik will ſeem 
Eaſy as pleaſure's to voluptuous minds. 
But this is hard—yes, wond'rous hard my father 
To call back all the powers of my ſoul, 
That now are feaſting on delicious beauty 
Reluctant, yet anon I may obey, 
Nor ſhall my father— 
:.. = JON. 
Hah! anon my fon! 

Tis well by heav'n, that love muſt conquer duty, 
But I command thee, ſee her face no more; 
Hear not a word, leſt her falſe ſyren tongue 
And beauteous guize, betray thee to thy ruin. 
Farewell, yield up thy love, or yield up me. 

E 2 Hir ARNus. 
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| THE PATRIOT. — 


Hir ARxus. 

Yet hear me, Sir, permit a little time, 

To conquer love is not an eaſy taſk; 

The wiſeſt, and the beſt have felt its force, 
And he who conquer'd all, by love was conquer'd. 
Yes, I will drive Eupocia from my mind, 
Forget her mien, her beauty and her virtue; 
And, oh !—if poſſible forget I love her. 

Dio. 
Now thou'rt again my ſon. It joys me much 
To hear thee thus obedient to thy father. 
Love in a youthful breaſt ſad havock makes, 
And like a raging fever burns within, 
That often baffles the phyſicians ſkill. 
I ſee thy heart's impair'd, and needs ſometime 

To ſet it right again; yet, oh! be cautious, 
Shun the foul air that gave the mallady, 

Meet not her eye, leſt fate itſelf be there, 

So ſhall thou gain ARETE's love and mine, 

Be twice a ſon, and dearer than a child. 

[ Exeunt Dion and Spruciprus. 
HIPARNUS. 

What have I done! reſign'd up my Eupocia ! 

O coward heart! to fear a father's frown ! 

Have I not promis'd ne'er to ſee her more? 
Never again to view that lovely form, 

That ſets the ſprings of life in conſtant motion ? 
Perhaps e'en now SPEUCIPPUS tells the tale 
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To love with freedom, unreſtrain'd, unbound. 


*Tis frailty ſure, but I have yielded now, 
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In my Eupocia's ears, and now ſhe rails, 

Calls me inconſtant, faithleſs, daftard coward, 
And vows at length never to ſce me more.— 

O diſmal thought! a thouſand deaths are in it! 
Oh why do parents who have lov'd themſelves, 
Deny that beſt of pleaſures, beſt of joys, _ 


God thro? all nature ſows the ſeed of love, 
And were our births, within our pow'r to chule, 
Without ſoft love and beauty who would be ? 
Surely this duty then is much miſcall'd, 


And fair Eupocia ſpurns me from her ſight; 
Or rather once more let me ſeek her out, 


And at her feet lay down a wretched lite. | 
Exit. 
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SCENE MM 
Enter TiMockaTEs and SIFFREDIL. 


TIMOCRATEs. 

My lord SrrrR EDI, there's the promis'd proof. 

[ Grving a letter which 
SIFFREDI reads. 


To 


Where ſhall I fly to hide me from her charms ? : | 
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Fer ern — SPAN, 
{ , THE PATRIOT. 


. To the Carthagenian Agents. 


| W, hen you treat of peace with Dionyſius, come not | 
to the audience, unleſs Jam there. And I will 


effectually diſcharge your bujineſs according to 
your minds. 
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Dion 
SIFFREDI. 
This Gets the hand of D1ov. 
TIMOSRATES. 
Seems, it is. 
That is PO index of the traitor's mind. 
This ſtar, this mighty ſtar of proud ambition, 


[ 
: 
[ 
| 
[ 
Perhaps may ſhoot his luſtre and de loſt. 
4 
| 
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SIFFREDT. 
Be not too raſh, who knows in theſe bad times 
But ſome invidious foe has forg'd this ſcroll, 
Forbear ſuch fluency of tongue a while 
Till we unriddle all. Tis not man's life 
That's deareſt; no his honor, and that loſt 
He ſtands upon the torturing rack of life, 
And death in any ſhape finds hearty welcome. 

TiMOCRATES. 

*Tis fit we haſte and ſhow it to Driowvys1vs, 
Leſt the proud traitor may eſcape from juſtice. 
Wilt thou attend ? 
OIFFREDI. 
I will my good TimocraTEs, 


0 Syracuſe ! O poor divided country ! 
How 
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How are thy entrails torn, thy baſe is ſhaken, 
And all thy hopes are vaniſh'd into air. 
However powerful the great may ſeem, 
Leſs happy are they than the lowly clown; 
He riſes early to his deſtin'd toil, 

Fulfills his taſk, then lays him down ſecure, 
And ſleeps in peace. But thoſe who ſcepters 
ſway | 

Meet frequent troubles, ev'ry new-born day. 
I Exeunt. 


ACT 


11111 . 


THE PATRIOT. 


e i. 


SCENE THE PALACE. 
Diowysivs and SOPHROSYNE. 


Driowys1vs., 

OPHROSYNE, my all of joy below! 

The glorious ſplendor of whoſe beauty raiſes 
Awe, and eſteem, throughout the wond'ring 

world. : 

How ſhall my tongue ſufficiently expreſs ! 
Or count up ev'ry pleaſure I have found! 
New beauties whilſt I gaze, break on my eyes, 
And grow upon my foul ;—I'm all a God. 


Enter TimocRaTES and SIFFREDL. 


T1MOCRATES. 
Pardon this bold intruſion to your preſence, 
My royal Leige, we've news of import deep, 
Our buſineſs this letter beſt explains. 
[T1MOCRATES gives DioONySIUS the 
letter, and he reads. 
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DioNxslus. 


. 


* 


AN — fone A mnnte —— FAR 
THE PATRIOT: 33 


X 
DioNxslus. |; 
Aſtcaitbrarnc! confuſion ! death and hell! | 
What fay ye lords, this ſeems the hand of D1ov ! > 
OIFFREDI. _ 
The characters are like, but much I 53 4 
Some villain big with miſchief, has contriv'd 
This counterfeit of art againſt his life; 4 
Who knows not Dion a F lord, 
Who loves his country with a patriot's love? 4 
Such thoughts as theſe his honeſt heart diſdains. 
T1MOCRATES. 4 
I'm not of thy opinion lord SiFPREDI. | 
Dionvys1vUs. 
Look there SopyRosyNE, look there ad wremble. 5 
[Dioxvsſus ſhewting the letter. 
Dior, that mighty patriot, is a traitor, 
A damned traitor, | 
SOPHROSYNE, 
Sure ! it cannot be. | 
Diowys1vs. : 
Yes, that's his hand, there needs no further proof. «& 
Bring here the villain, drag him to our preſence, | 
Prepare the rack, invent extreams of torture; 
A portion to the man that finds the worſt. 7 
Away, take guards, and ſeize upon his perſon. | 
5 { Exeunt SIFFREDI and I IMOCRATES. 4 
Who could have thought, this wheedling 19 881 
phant, | 
Could baſcly thus betray his king and country : 
* 


F SOPHROSYNE. 


„„ 
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SOPHROSYNE. 
Think not Dioxvsius, this is Dion's deed, 
His free, his open, and his gen'rous ſoul, 
Muſt be a ſtranger, to ſuch evil actions. 


7 
Diowxvs1vs. 5 : 
1 
the 
8 
1 


Thou knoweſt not SopyrocyNne, the deeds 
The curſed deeds, and vile deceits of men. 
The faireſt tongue has oft the fouleſt heart : 
We know not one another, actions fair, 
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And words like honey ſweet, are cloaks of vil- 
lainy. 
Damnation on the villain! devils ſeize him! 
And hurl him headlong to your fiery gulfs. 
SOPHROSYNE. 
Nay good my leige, compoſe yourſelf awhile, 
Shortly the truth like the all-glorious ſun, 
| Obſcur'd by ſome dark cloud, will brightly ſhine. 
ö To ſee thee thus—nay good my leige, conſent. 
| 


 Dionvs1vs. 
Hence, hence SophROSVNE, I'm all on fire; 
My fury's rouz'd, go, leave me to myſelf. 
SOPHROSYNE. 


|| 
Yet ſoft, Dionysivs, you may well remember 1 
He offer'd you his life, his wealth, his all. 
When laſt you parted, you well-pleas'd extoll'd 
His manly fortitude and noble ſoul. 
So free, ſo open were his words, that nought 
But goodneſs itſelf dare once pronounce them. 
And then his offer of the fifty gallies— "1 

Ie 


Diowys1vs, 


THE PATRIOT. 


Dronys1Us. . 
That's well reminded, by the gods he's falſe, 
I fee his aim, his curſed aim SoPHROSYNE. 
The fifty gallies—that declares the traitor ; 
For other ends deſign'd than my aſſiſtance. 
SoFHROSYNE, if thou would'ſt keep my love 
I beg depart, I would not word with thee. 
[ Exit SOPHROSYNE. 
Who knows but ſhe too has conſpir'd againſt 
me? 
Women are faithleſs, and inconſtant too; 
We know not who are friends; the neareſt ties 
Are oft incentives to the worſt of deeds. 
O wretched royalty! how thou enthrall'ſt me! 
Inſtead of victory, triumph, and ſweet peace, 
Curſed conſpiracies ſurround my throne, 
And thoſe who look like gods, are damned 
N fiends 
Within. A crown! that toy of high born pride, 
What is it but the load of others woes? 
To- day, we fit ſecure in gaudy ſplendor, 
Command, as pleaſure dictates, or ambition; 
To-morrow, forc'd to ſeek ſome obſcure cave, 
And hide our perſon from the prying world. 
Take notice, gods |! | thank your kind diſcov'ry 
Inſtruct me, O ye fiends in horrid tortures ! 
That ev'ry nerve, each joint, and ev'ry ſenſe 
May feel uncommon pangs, ne'er known before; 
Or in this earth, or hell's abyſs below; 
2 
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36 THE PATRIOT. 


And when his mortal part can bear no more, 
Yet hotter make-your hotteſt beds of fire, 
And drag him hence to your eternal charge. 


Enter TimockRaTES and SirrREDI. 
TINMOCRATES. 
Lord Dion, good my leige, attends your will. 
Dioxys1vs. 
Let him approach, we'll hear this noble traitor. 


Enter Dion, and guards. 


They ſtep but flow, who heavy burdens bear; 


Guilt, ſuch as thine, ſhouid ſink thee to the 


center. 
Thou buſy, baſe afpirer unto crowns, 
Whole luſtre dazzles thy ambitious eye, 


And prompts thy giddy heart to wrong and death, 


What curled machinations has thou hemd d, 
Againſt thy country? 'gainſt our ſtate and life? 
Linking with common foes in cloſe connection? 


Why ſpeakeſt thou not? Guilt ſtops ww” ut- 


t'rance, 
Is't not ſo Alt is, thy looks betray thee. 
Dio. | 
If to be innocent, unſtain'd and pure, 
Without a bluſh, or one reproachful thought, 
Merits this uſage, then am I deſerving. 
Drowys1vs. 
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Drowys1vs. 
Audacious hypocrite ! deteſted traitor ! 
Thyſelt, againſt thyſelf, ſtands witneſs here. 
Haſt thou no ſophiſtry to win my mercy ? 

No cunning arts devis'd to curb my vengeance, 


I tell thee, villain, if thou fail'ſt in theſe, 


Vainly thou ſeek'ſt to plead the guiltleſs part. 
This 1s the language of thy guilty mind, 
There (giving him the letter) read and tremble— 

Knoweſt thou of that? 

Dion. 

No, *tis an v at my honeſt ſoul diſdains. 
O blind to truth! and deaf to kind advice! 
Thou harbourer of flatterers and knaves ! 
Whoſe ear 1s ever open to their tales. 
Look with impartial eye thy court around, 
Survey thy fawning ſycophants and ſlaves, 


On whom thou dot'ſt becauſe they varniſh crimes; 


There thou ſhalt find conſpiracies and wrongs, 
Which this devoted boſom ſcorns to harbor. 
Drowvs1vs. 

Thou rant'ſt it well. 

Dio. 

The good are always brave. 
I know thou think'ſt me guilty of the crime, 
Which ſome injurious foe to faith and truth, 
Has counterfeited *gainſt my life. But know 
By all I hold moſt yaluable and dear, 
wy wife, and honor, I deteſt the thought. 
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38 TRqs ATR ION: 
Think not I plead or deprecate thy wrath 

Thro' a baſe fear of puniſhment or death: 

The innocent and brave defy their fate; 
*Tis not the force of laws, the pomp of pow'r, 
The wreaking ſword of tyranny and vengeance, 
Or racks, or inſtant death, can ſhake the ſoul 
Of him, whoſe inward judge declares him guilt- 


leſs. 
Diowys1vs. 
Thou pleadeſt well, what pity it avails not. 
Dior. 


Lock back on all the actions of my life, 


| Examine day by day, and hour by hour, 


Bring ev'ry moment preſent to thine eye, 

And if in all the circle thou can'it find 

Ought that appears the ſmalleſt ſpeck diſloyal, 

On me, without reſerve pour out your wrath. 

When was my arm to fight thy battles ſlack, 

Say when did I refuſe my country's call? 

Deny my wealth to-raiſe her ſwift ſupplies ? 

And is't for this I am arraign'd a traitor? 

Patience my ſoul !—the very thought diſtracts 

me | 

Dioxvsius. 

Thine offers and the offerer I ſcorn'd, 

Nay, well I did reject them. Hearts like thine 

Can in a robe of gold wrap up deceit. 

Thy fifty gallies were they too prepar'd 

To aid thy country ? No: againſt our crown, 
Againſt 


8 
5 


TRE FAR wn 
Againſt our life and ſtate — gainſt Sicily's ſelf. 
Too long by eloquence bewitch'd, I lent 
An open ear, and mark'd thee for a friend; 
But thou againſt the ties of ſacred nature, 
Againſt thy country which gave thee birth, 
Conſorteſt with our worſt, our common foe, 
And play'ſt the villain, under virtue's maſk. 
ls this the way thou doſt repay our love? 

Thou mungrel ſlave! thou inſect of my power! 

Doſt thou attempt our ruin and diſgrace? 

Confeſs thy fault: be ſpeedy in repentance, 

Or by the gods I will have glorious vengeance, 

Such as becomes an injur'd monarch's fury. 
D1ov. 

Know, *tis beyond thy pow'r to ſubject Diox 

To falſe confeſſion, ſpeaking deeds unknown. ' 

I've ſaid Pm innocent, be witneſs God 

Thou cauſeleſs cauſe ! thou one alone ſupreme ! 

Whoſe ſacred name by ev'ry one's ador'd, | 

From the firſt upriſe of the morning ſun, 

To his laſt gaudy viſit in the weft : 

Doſt thou delight in tyranny and wrong, 

Then fear the dreadful judgments pendant o'er 


No—'tis beneath mel deſpiſe the blow. 

_ Dioxvysvs. 
Away, thy ſpeech is foul, as is thy crime. 
Was ev'ry joint a limb, each limb a life, 
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Al were too poor to ſatisfy my wrath. 

Secure the villain, drag him to the rack; 

For inſolence like this his life ſhall pay. 
The Zuards ſeize Dion. 


Enter ARETE, who kneels to Dionys1vs. 


ARE TE. 
O ſtop for mercy* s ſake thoſe cruel ſounds ! 
Awhile keep back that dread and awful ſen- 

rence, 
Think, monarch, think, O hear ARETE plead! 

Dio. 
F 1 Bans rr, tis too mean of ſoul 
To kneel, imploring mercy without fault. 
What is death? To virtuous men 'tis joy, 
*Tis to exchange the wretched load of life 
For pureſt bliſs, and paradiſal ſweets. * 
"Tis to inherit never fading treaſures, 
| Lodg'd in the coffers of eternity. 
What's left to fear when all is right within ? 
Dioxys1vs. 
What doſt thou brave us ſtill ? 
ARETE Zo Dion. 
Awhile be ſilent, 

Think when thou art gone what will AgzTE feel. 
Hear gracious monarch, liſten to a wife, 
Whole life's no more, whoſe ev'ry hope is fled, 
: When thou pronounceth ſuch a dreadful doom, 
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Believe 


Im E P'A TRE T. | 


Believe him innocent. Some fiend of hell, 
Some foe to truth, who labours for his fall 
Means to deceive you, and perhaps anon, 
When raſhly ſuch a ſentence thou haſt paſt, 
And he in cold oblivion lies forgotten; 
The pow'rs who whirl around the fate of all, 
May overtake the villain as he flies, 
Who in his laſt expiring moment tells, 
*T'was he that forg'd this curſed work of hell. 
Then will Dionysius mourn, and all around; 
And hiſtory record thy deeds tyranic. 
Dlorxsius. 
The fact's too plain Ax RTE— tis his hand 
And much ſeverer pangs are juſtly due. 
But for thy ſake, we do reverſe his doom, 
And mildly change it into baniſhment. 
Ankrx. 
Still gracious leige, ſtill let me urge my ſuit. 
Dion. 
No more ARETE, act not thus the woman; 
What's baniſhment to us? A chearful ſound ! 
Tis but to leave the tortures of a court, 
And both ſhall fly and be obſcurely bleſt; 
Far from the pale of tyrany and vice, 
And live in ſweet felicity and peace. 
Diowys1vs. 
That s well reminded, know preſumptuous trai- 
tor, 
Thy wife, and ſon, in Syracuſe remain; 


Within 


7 Amer — PAN, 


42 NI. 
Within whoſe walls, an hour expir'd, thou'rt 
found, 


That hour, thy life ſhall anſwer thy preſumption : 
This is but mercy, ſee my will perform'd. 
I muſt away, NO tears, no pow 'r ſhall move me. 

[ Exit DIONYSIUS. 
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| Dov. { 
| *T'is true, Aſtrea, thou indeed art fled. } 
5 Mourn not for me Ax ET, mourn thy country. | 


— — — — — — — - 
— — — 
—— 


— - — 
. TO oY EI ITN 
— — — — 5 


For her I feel ſuch tort'ring pangs of foul 
As paſs all utt'rance. Sicily's no more. [ Weeps. 
Let me kiſs 07, thou lovely, good Arete, 
Thoſe drops that now ſtand trembling in thineeye, 
Thoſe ſhining little globes of conitancy, 
Compos'd of love and truth, the work of nature. 
All for myſelf to feel I hold as nought, 

But to leave thee behind, and dear Hirarxvs, 
Now almoſt makes a coward of my ſoul : 

But to repine, is mere diſtruſt of fate; 

A crime againſt the power we adore. 

1 . 

And ſnall we ever live to meet again? 

When thou art gone and J am left forlorn, 
Beneath the rule of an unhappy tyrant, 

Without one friend, but kind SoPHROSYNE, 
Think, think, oh! think, what ſorrows ſhall prove; 
My fouls fo full, it will—it muſt have vent. 
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THE PATRFOT:. 43 
Dio. | 
O lovely in thy tears, let me embrace thee. 
Now by this kiſs—by this—my drooping foul 


Dreads much to leave thee. O thou cruel king! 


Unjuſt, unnatural, deteſted tyrant ! 
ARETE, this in virtue is a fault, 

He 1s no man that can't defy his fate, 

And leave his cauſe, to juſtice, and to God. 


 ARrErTE, have an eye to our dear ſon, 


Tell him to ſeek a friend in godlike Plato, 

He will inſtruct him in each growing virtue, 

And form his mind to fortitude and greatneſs; 

That if like me, in aftertime he meet 

With ſuch perplexing mazes in his fate, 

His rigid virtue, bravely may ſupport him. 
ARETE. 

But ſee the queen; thy ſiſter too approach, 


To take their laſt farewell. 


Dio. 
They're truly welcome. 


Enter Quztn and ARISTOMACHE, 


QUEEN. 


_ ARETE, I am come to ſhare thy ſorrows, 


And eale the load of grief that weighs thee down. 
Unhappy hero! Bear thy part with patience 
Thy fiſter, and myſelf, each day ſhall 1 


To gain Diownvys1vs once again to favour. 
G2 This 
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This buſtle o- er, he'll ſoon grow calm . 

That hand divine, will be thy daily g guard, 

And no doubt interpoſe in virtue's cauſe, 

Which e'en in embryo points out every ill. 

So ſhall thy name ſhine brighter than before. 

For thee, ARETE, thou ſhalt be my care: 

And all I can, I'll do, to free thy life 

From deep afflictions, chains, and ſorrows load. 

I muſt away; the gods protect thee Dion. [ Exit. 

Dion, 

FT hanks to SOPHROSYNE, long live the queen. 
ARISTOMACHE. 

Thou told'ſt me brother nothing kept its ſtay : 

But oh! ye gods! I dreamt not ſuch a change; 

It ſtabs me to the ſoul. Alas! my brother, 


*Tis hard, *tis wondrous hard, to part with thee, 


My life is near its end.— I juſt had ſeen 
My daughters both compleatly bleſt I thought ; 
In one ſhort day, has fate revers'd the word; 
And both are wretched. Kneel with me An rrz, 
And to that pow'r above, prefer our prayer 
For Diox's ſafety. Thou almighty cauſe! 
Whoſe providential hand diſpoſes all, 
O daily ſhower down abundant bliſs, 
On Drox's head; guard thou his ev'ry ſtep; 
And be his life, your care. 
Drox. 
Fear not for me, 


For that divinity | in whom I truſt, 
Will 
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THE PATRIOT: as 


Will ever be my comfort and ſupport, 
Comfort, ARETE, nor deſpond yourſelf ; 

And heav'ns choiceſt bleſſings wait your wiſhes. 
TMO RATES. 
My lord, your time draws nigh. 
Dios 
Then be it ſo; 
I wil not looſe a moment from my love: 
Yes, I will deign addreſs myſelf to you, 
But by what name, what monſtrous name I 
know not. 
But mark me, Sirs, a time will come anon, 
( (Though now perhaps, the buſy tongues of men 
Are ſcatt'ring my name, to every point, 
Like chaff diſperſed by the ſwelling breeze, 
And all the noble fame by me acquir'd, 
By noble feats of arms, is quite forgotten, 
Like ſome relation long ago interr'd;) 
That flatt'ring ſycophants and faithleſs ſlaves, 
Shall meet the tortures adequate to vice, 
And Dton's name ſhine brighter than before; 
When thouſands hail'd him ne PE RY loud acclaim, 
As almoſt ſhook th' ethereal vault of heav'n. 
Siſter farewell, I needs muſt on my way ; 
Thou dear ARETE, too, farewell! farewell! 
Ceaſe thou thy ſorrows, nor repine at mine; 
PI write thee, ev'ry morn, how fares thy lord, 
And ev'ry ev'ning, pray for all your ſafeties. 
Thou 
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46 THE PATRIOT. 


Thou one eternal cauſe of all things hear 
Who art beyond a narrow mortals ken; 
Weigh in your equal ſcales my right and life, 


And puniſh thoſe who moſt deſerve thine ire. 


One kiſs Ax ETE more, and then farewell; 
Farewell, thou deareſt, lovelieſt, beſt of women. 
[Exeunt Diow with T1MOCRATES, 
1 SIPFREDI and guards. 
ARISTOMACHE. 
ARETE, arm thy ſoul with all its patience, 
Give not a looſe to ſorrow ; ſee ſhe faints ! 
What ſhall I do to keep her up in life? 
O wretched day! O hour of deadly forrow ! 
es ARETZ. [coming to herſelf. 


Where have they born my lord, my lovely Dion? 


O ſtop me not, I'll haſte and follow him. 
Fiends ſeize the villains—curſe the cruel tyrant, 
Bring back my lord, my Dion to my arms, 
I have a thouſand things to utter yet. 
ARISTOMACHE, 
Gentle AzzTe do compole your mind, 
And be reſign'd to fate. 
ARETE, 
It cannot be. 
Say, does a mother her dear infant torn 
Quick from her breaſt, forget ſhe had a babe; 


The plaintive nightingale ſends forth her moan, 


And ſeeks in ſhades to ſpend her woful hours; 
E'en 
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And evermore lament my baniſh'd lord. 
1 ARISTOMACHE. 
Afflictions are allotted us below; 
Incorporate in our nature are our ſorrows, 
And tis the part of virtue to ſubdue 


The train of ills, which like our ſhadows tend us, 
By ſtriving with them. 


ARETE. 

Whiſtle this to winds 
I hear it, — note it not. 
ARISTOMACHE. | 
O tell me what to ſay to give thee comfort. 
ARETE. 
Tell me the bolt of fate has ſtruck the tyrant; 
Tell me, he met the forked light'ning's blaft ; 
Tell me the fiends in beds of fire confine him, 
And Diox comes in ſafety to my arms :— 
Thou tell'ſt me nought of this. Alas! my foul ! 
Why keepeſt thou in this forſaken tenement ? 
O hear thou righteous God! thou trueſt judge! 
Pour down your torments on Dioxys1vs head, 
Snatch from him every comfort of his life; 
But O!] protect the injur'd innocent; 
O guard him from the ſavage ſlaves of pow'r, 
And may thy guardian angels ev'ry hour 
Watch in his paths, and on his footſteps tend, 
And ever prove, his true and faithful friend; 
Reſtore 


And roaring ſcas 
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Fen ſo will I; PHI hide me from the world, 
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Reſtore his peace; compoſe his reſtleſs mind; 
| Reward his ſufPrings ; for ye ſure muſt find 
Merit in him abus'd by tyrant's ſway, 
Whoſe ſoul is black as hell—but his as bright as 
day. Pon [Exeunt. 
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SCENE Ki THE PALACE. 
Enter TIMOCRATES. 


HUS far my Gull is 1 with ſucceſs, 


Vet doubts pour in apace, Hip ARxNUs lives— 


And whilſt he breathes, AR EYE finds a ſuccour. 
Yes he muſt die — extravagance. of guilt 

Muſt bring my high deſigns to deſperate acts. 
To Dioxysrvs FH reveal my love, * 


And with a tale ſoft, ſmooth, and fraudulent, - 


Deceive him to comply with my. deſires. 

III ARNuSs dead! my foul exults to think it; 3 
Then to ARETE's arms no ſtop impedes: 
There will I revel in exceſs of joy 

Till pleaſures cloy. But Prgnyaivs EGMES. 


Enter Dioxvsrus and SIFFREDI. 


Dtrowvs1vs. 
Are my commands obey*'d ? Is Diox fled ? 
 T1MOCRATES. *; 
He 1s my liege, but from his mouth he pour'd, 
With eyes calt back upon his native home, 
H An 
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An heap of curſes, and avow'd revenge: 
The people too, as tokens of their love, 
Were drown'd in briny tears, and greatly mur- 
murr'd. 
5 Dioxvsius. 
TrMocRaTEs, I underſtand thee well. 
SIFFREDT, doſt thou not perceive a miſt 
Of vile contagion, and diſtempers dire? 
We want the glorious ſon to rid us of it. 
Doſt thou not underſtand me good SirFFrEDI? | 
I want Hir ARxus dead, he grows too faſt; 
And ſhall I ſuffer a young ſtrippling thus 
To raiſe confuſion, and invent new broils; 
No, by the gods, he ſhall not long ſurvive: 
Thou knowꝰſt his ev'ning walk, my good SirrREDT, 
Attend him there, and when his thoughts are looſe, 
His mind unguarded, ſtrike the fatal blow; 
Bring me the precious ring he daily wears, 
And half my kingdom may'ft thou aſk and have; ; 
But that performed be filent as the grave, 
Haſten thou here, and I'll requite thy love. 
SIFFREDI, 
Doubt not my ſpeed and conduct in this caſe. 
Exit SirrR EDI. 
| |  Diowys1vs. 
Then, my Timocr ares, there's nought to fear, 
| Over ArETE keep a watchful eye. 


Timocr ares. 


— — TT ——_— 


r 
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TiMocRaTEs. 
My intereſt and love, are guards fafficient. | 
„ Toown a truch, my liege, I long have lov'd her, 3h 
But ſhe is deaf to all my tongue can utter. 2 
DioNxySsI Us. 1 j 
* Fear not TimocraTEs, our laws allow i 8 
And my high pow'r ſhall authorize her thine. | 
Now, by the gods this will be great revenge, 
My ſoul exults with extaſy and joy, 7 
The villain's banifh'd, and th aſpiring boy, 
In his own blood will ſoon incrimſon'd lie. 
ARETE's cloſe confin'd within our pow'r, | 
* 
: 
8 
5 
Ws 


Go, haſte, and woe the fair impertinent; 


Her man — of virtue nought W 


„ EE = 


Tell her that Denis ſpeaks obedience. 
[Exit T1MOCRATES. 


who kneel to Dioxxsius. 


ARE TE. 
O monarch, in whoſe pow'r alone 1s lodg'd 
Suſpenſion to my grief: oh! deign to hear; 
Let mercy, gentle mercy, ſoften juſtice, 
Permit me but to ſupplicate thy throne, 
For what fair virtue, faith and love diate; 


Oh give me . n huſband, and my lord! 
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SOPHROSYNE. 


52 


If e're SoryrosvyNE has known to pleaſe, 


If e're her form was lovely in thy eyes, 


If e're the muſic of her tongue could charm, 


If e're you lov'd her with a huſband's love, 


O grant this boon to poor forlorn Ax ETE; 


I feel her ſuff'rings even as my own. 


Then for my ſake, AR ETE's ſake and mine, 


O ſtifle thy revenge, and deal out mercy: 
My heart a thouſand future ills forbodes, 
O hear Diownys1vs, hear us and relieve. 
rn 
Women, Pm indiſpos'd do not diſturb me; 
ARISTOMACHE. 
Behold thus low, a wretched ſiſter kneels ; 
Behold, in us thy mother and thy wife, 
Pleading no more than nature's ſelf inſpires ; 
Then, let kind pity warm thy frozen heart; 
Haſt thou forgot the dear, the gentle ties, 


That bind us cloſe ? Recall thy dreadful doom, 
Leſt all the world ſhould join, to call thee cruel. 


| Drownys1vs. 
Riſe ladies, riſe, ye know not what ye aſk. 


A ſlave, (whoſe life depended on my ſmiles, 


To brave me to my face) receive my mercy 

By all the gods, I never will relent. 
SorHROSVNE. 

I am thy wife, nor will I quit my hold, 


Till thou ſhall take my lite, or grant the boon. 
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THE PATRIOT, 


Can Diownvs1vs hear me plead in yain ? 
Can he behold my tears without regret ? 
And fee me at his feet, ſubmiſſive beg, 
For one poor favour, and deny my ſuit ? 
Is then SoyHrosyNe ſo ill belov'd ? 
Are all the ſoft affections of thy heart, 
Vaniſh'd in air? and I too quite forſaken ? 
By all the ſacred ties of huſband, wife — 
Dion vslus. 

[ tears himſelf from ber. 

Now, 17 great Hercules, ye wiſh me ill. 


Curſe on a woman's tongue, tis full of frailty: 
Sometimes 'tis perfect harmony, and concord; 


Bur ſhortly diſſonant and out of tune; 
Your minds too are the ſame; as reſtleſs waves 

When toſt about with wind, I'll hear no more, 

For by the ſtarry threſhold of the gods, 

My will ſhall be obey'd. [Exit. Droxvsrus. 

SOPHROSYNE. 

Weep not ARETE, 

There is a fate above diſpoſes all, 

In ſpite of all the pride of erring man : 
*Tis the machine of heav'n, not known below, 

Which checks, impells, and let us out at large; 
Till the whole chain, that links effect to cauſe, 

Has run its length, and ends in Mc 

ARETE. 
O thou art kind SormROSYNE, and cn 
And thy advice ſhall chaſe away the clouds 
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If frail mortality could feel a pain, 
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Yes, truſting to that glorious hand divine, 
That leads the planets in their circling dance, 
And calls creation, like a bridegroom: forth, 
From the black realms of chaos, and of night; 
I'll dare the bolt of my avenging fate 
And ſweeten ev'ry hour of RET life, 
With dear Hipagnvs : 
When percing grief, my ev'ry ad alarms, 
Then will I preſs him cloſely to my arms; 
Viewing his form, with wonder, I ſhall ſee, 
The father there, in juſt epitome ; 

Thus bleſt with him, moſt nobly I'll diſdain 
The thought of trouble, injury and pain. 


SCENE II. 
AN INNER CHAMBER. 


Evupocia and SEGESTA. < * 


Evupocia. 


Greater than love ſucceſsleſs, who could bear it ? 
Oh! had I told him all my heart's affections ! 
Had I not urg'd him to the bloody field, () 


And ſeem'd averſe to his repeated vows,\ 
EupociA 


THEDPATRENT 
Evpocta had been happy, had been bleſt! 
Oh! my SectsTa! how'am I to blame! + 
To rob myſelf, of all my heart held dear ! 
Perhaps by this, his ſoul has reach'd the ſkies, 
No more he'Il tell, thoſe pleaſing tales of love; 
No more requeſt, and I no more deny- 

$4] 1. 8808740 + | 

In rroth, ? was pity you' forbid the youth, 

And ſent him heartleſs to the camp away 3. 
Whenwellyou knew, how much you Pri d Mis "Fa 


FEupgeia. Livin Lit 1H 
Till then Ir neer r knew how. much 1 lov? 3 1 11 
I knew not all the flutt rings of my heart 


The redning bluſh that kindled at his ſight, 
Were love and dear affection: ds e 
The choixeſt treaſures of her hand, poſſeß d. 


| Are little notic'd, till by force or fraud, 505 8 
ts Depriv'd of them, we learn their certain Tat. i 
3 i SeGBSTA. , ILY 
Have patience, and no doubt he'll ſoon. return. 

| EvuDocia., | | 2 4 


What if he ſhould SEGESTA, hope. i is filed, 
J cannot now expect his lighted love. 

T His father's baniſh'd—he has baniih'd me. S 
O had he lov'd, his ſpirit ſhould have flow, f 
4 Quick as the rays, fron obs all glorloùus eye, EA 
Wich all intelligence. O could 1 ican 
{ Creation's face, wherever gentle air! | 


e 1 


= orange. 
5b T HE FATRIOT. 
Has whiſper'd love, and penſive down caſt looks; 
She 8 head, and hides fair Ee behind her. 
__ SEGESTA. 
Far otherwiſe my ſimple heart cerhionts 
His father baniſh'd, at thy father's will, 
Opens a view much larger to the ſight : 
Now is the time to give the proof of love, 
And nobly aſcertain his boaſted paſſion ; | 
If love, is deeply rooted in his heart, 
E'en in deſpite of all his father's ſuff rings, 
He'll find a ready paſſage to thy preſence. 
If not, conclude he merits not your pow'r, 
And learn to drive him ever from as een 
— -Evbocra, 
Alas! thou know'ft not ſure, the pow'r of bre! 
To drive away his image from my heart, 
Would aſk more years than is decreed to mortals. 
Tis rooted, fixed, deep, engraven here, 
And only death can wipe away the mark. 
But haſte thou to the grove, perhaps that thought 
You urg'd has brought him dark. Go haſte thee 
hence, 
And if you ſee him not—that thought” s diſtrac- 
tion! 
Go haſte, 1 and inform me further. 
Exit SEGESTA. 
Le preſidents of love, once more befriend me; 
Point out Hir Ax xNx us to my longing eyes, 
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Do I ſurprize thee, diſobedient trait'reſs? 


Oh! ſave me father! thou that gav'ſt me life! 


Her mother's in her face—ſome pow'r withholds. 
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He is my life, my ſoul, my heav'n, my 1 | 
O give me gods! Oh, give me my HARN us! 
Going, is met by Dionvys1vs, 

Dion ys1vs. 


What love thy father's foe ! a damned villain ! 
The man I hate! my greateſt enemy! 
A dog! a traitor Die Evupocia, die. 
[Offers to ſiab Evupocia, 

Evpocia. 


Dionys1vs. 
Yes, and full well thou doſt repay me for it. 
Say art thou ready to receive the blow, 
My fury's rouz'd, be quick in your repentance. 
_ Evupocia. 
Are theſe a father's words! Is love a crime! 
DioNxvslus. 
A deadly crime for which thy life ſhall pay. 
Death is inadequate to thy deſert; 
Die, die thou curs'd Eupocia. 
___ Evpocia. 
Help me heaven! 
O mercy father ! 'tis thy daughter's voice! 
Tis thy Eupocia—for a moment ſtop 
Thy trembling hand—deprive me not of life. 
Dronys1vs. 


Die, die thou curs'd Eupocia—twill not be 
| Hence 
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THE PATRIOT. 


Hence, ſorcereſs, hence, and never let my eyes 
Behold thy form again, rebellious girl ! | 
Go pine, and weep, and ſtudy to repent ; 

Or ſtarve, die, periſh, hence deteſted traitreſs. 
[Exit Eupocia. 
Sure fate points-all its darts againſt my peace. 


ire 

To croſs my will, and check my deſtin'd purpoſe. 
SIFFREDI too why tarries he ſo long? 
Murder, ſhould have diſpatch as quick as thought. 


Enter T 1iMOCRATES. 


Diowys1vs. 
What news T1iMocRATES of lord S1FFREDI ? 
TINMOC RATES. 
My leige, as yet there's none. 
_ Drowvysrvs. 

He loiters then. 
Fool that I was to truſt ſo ſlow a hand, 
Sure he'll be true, by heav'n, I grow impatient ; 
Not all the pow'rs of earth and heav'n combin'd, 
Shall free him from the fury that purſues him ; 
Where'er I tread, 1 meet ſome ſilly fool, 
Begging mercy for the traitor Dion. 
T1IMOCRATES. 


DioNnysI1Us. 


My daughter, and my queen ; both, both con- 


1 And deign you then to grant it, good my leige? 


YA. 
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THE FPR 
Drownys1vus. 

Sooner T'l1 ſet the city all in flames, 
And in a burning pile be firſt conſum'd. 
Say haſt thou yet broughto'er that haughty woman? 

TIMOcRATESV. 
My every art is vain. 2 

Dionysius. 
Then force ſhall do it. 
What does ſhe grow perverſe and proudly ſtub- 
born ? 
Curſe on her virtue, *tis a little art, 
Practis'd by damnable, deceitful women. 
The honeſt ſeldom boaſt it; *tis a whim : 
They cry up conſtancy, and faith, and love, 
Then moſt, when hearts are rotten at the core. 
Obedience is the duty ſhe ſhall pay; 
That, that is virtue now. But here ſhe comes 
In time and ſeaſon very opportune. 
Enter ARETE. 


What till in tears? Still *plaining for thy lord? 


But thou art come in right good time ARETE. 
What airs are theſe you practiſe on this lord, 
This noble lord, TimocraTEs, my friend? 
Thou but miſtakeſt things, we mean thee well, 
And for a huſband ta'en another give; 
In ev'ry thing ſuperior but in villainy. 
ARE TE. 

His equal breathes not on the face of eart, 
With ev'ry virtue bleſt, with ev'ry grace. OE 

12 | His 
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His ſpotleſs heart is pure as angel's love, 
Elis wiſdom and his valour ſtand approv'd, 
E'en by nis cruel foes, who hate his name; 
He loves his country, and he loves his king, 
Yet is he baniſh*'d—baniſh'd from my ſight, 
And I am left a victim to your pow' r. 


Is't not enough to rob me of my lord, 


But ſtill to baſer end you muſt deſcend ; 
To blot out the fair honor of my life, 
And fully ev'ry virtue I inherit? 

Is this to rule? Is this to be a king ? 

Is this the perſon fit to govern nations ? 


Whoſe dreadful pow'r not innocence can *fcape ? 


Nor fair as virtue 1s, difuade the ſtroke. 
Diowys1vs. 

Hah ! fooliſh woman, do'ſt thou rant it too? 

Now by my crown, there render up thyſelf, 

Learn to be tame and mild, or worle ſhall follow. 

ARETE. 

To him—to him—the very bane of love! 

Know, I deteſt him as a common plague, 

And ſooner than I'd join my hand with his, 


'FIl from their bloody ſockets tear my eyes, 


And madly butcher out this human form. 

My virtue ne'er ſhall periſh, ne'er ſhall die; 

Think'ſt thou I value life, when Diox's gone? 

For whom alone, alone, I with to live; 

No, *tis a load with utmoſt joy I'Il quit, 

And, dare to do it, when my virtue calls. 
Dionys1vs. 


* 


Ah 
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THE PATFRHOT 6x 
Drionys1vus. | 

Once more ARETE—liſten to my words. 

Go and prepare to wed TIMOCRATES, 

Wait but an hour, refuſe him and thou dieſt. 

Thy ſon too, he ſhall ſuffer. Thou ſhalt ſee 
That fooliſh minion of thy doating heart, 

Ihen, when he's ſtretch'd upon the tort'ring rack; 

When in death's bitter'ſt agonies he groans 
And ſtruggles hard with fate; then view and blame 

Thy pride, imperious woman. : 


[Exit Dionys1vs.. 
TIMOCRATES. 
Now ARrETE, 
Say ſhall my love find paſſage to thy heart ? 
ARETE. | 
Away, thou fiend of hell, from hence away, 
Monſter deteſted ! how can'ſt thou dare hold 
A parley with a ſoul, diſtin& from thine, 
As heav'n from earth, as gods from mortal men? 
Hence, curs'd deceiver, hence, leſt in my rage 
For thy deteſted deeds, I hate mankind, 
Fall out with ev'ry form that's ſimilar, 
And quarrel with my God. — Beneath a man, 
Thou ſeek'ſt to ſtrive with weak enfeebled wo- 
mans 
But curſes on her head, who e'er receives 
Within her arms a beaſt like thee polluted. 
O could my eyes at once ſend out thy fate ! 
No, not a moment, ſhould'ſt thou uſe me thus. 
T1IMOCRATES. 


eee 


** 
* 
* = 


| 
[ 
| 


75 
1 
1 
"| [1 
"Gi 
1 
It 
A 1 
} 
1 k 
2b ' q 
i 
= 
2 1 
, 0 
ry 7 = 
o [1 
5 
K 
s * 
: 


N 
* 


— 


rr AT RIO. 


TIMOCRATES. 


Behold my boſom bare, take here my ſword, 


Strike, Iwill thank thee, proud, yet lovely woman; 
Thou know'ſt my life, my ſoul's already thine. 


ARETE. 
Thou cruel . thou flatt'rer hence, : 
There was a time, thou durſt not uſe me thus ; ; 
When juſtice, and authority were one. 
Curſe on thee, fawning empty ſycophant, 
It is beneath me now to act the murd'reſs; 
But haſte away, my ſoul diſdains thee ſtill. 
T1MOCRATES. 
Why art thou cruel, yet endu'd with mercy ? 
O fair one, did'it thou know the pangs I feel! 
ARETE. 
Enlarge them all ye pow'rs, may ev'ry limb 
Feel double torture, ev'ry ſenſe be quicker. 
O may'it thou know the worſt of mortal pangs, 
Then beg for death, and be refus'd the boon. 
T1MOCRATES. 
By fair conſent, ArtTE, I would gain thee ; 
Thou find'ſt me tame, ſoft, tractable, and mild; 
But let me tell thee, I'll no more requeſt, 
But will, with rigid pow'r, enforce thee mine. 
Therefore withdraw, and in an hour prepare 


'To join me in the ſweet connubial tye ; 
Or, by my ſoul, when faſt combin'd I hold thee, 


I'll uſe thee as the very ſlave of pleaſure, 


And whenenjoyment'spaſt, Pllhveatlarge. [ Ext 
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ARETE. 

What plagues ſurround me! Is there not a God, 
And does he not uphold fair virtues cauſe ? 
Why then is conſtancy and ſacred faith, 
Unviolated love and holy truth, 

Left thus abandon'd ! elſe it were not virtue; 
There is a ſweet delight in virtuous deeds, 
Too great for utterance. In that we feel 

The peace of angels, heav*nly bliſs below 
The virtuous mind can {ſmile at racks and death, 
And &en defy the ſhocks of falling worlds. 

To die a faithful, true and loyal wife, 

Records my name indelible ; and marks 

My character to future ages down. 

When fir'd by my example, ſome kind maid 
Shall keep her virtue in deſpight of death; 
And, when her tortures come, ſhall boldly cry, 
I've learnt from good ARETE, how to die. Exit. 
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SCENE II. THE — 
Enter Dio vsius, SiFFREDI, and TIHOCRATES. 


DioNysius. 
This ring rejoices me IHc's then at reft : 
My lords, we'll ſtudy to repay your loves; 
TMO ATESs, prepare to meet your bride, 
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The prieſt, this very hour, ſhall join your hands. 


Then revel in her charms, till pleaſures cloy 
And nature ſickens. See, me lords, anon. | Exit. 
| TIMOCRATES. 
Now great SIFFREDI, nought is left to fear; 
The fox is earth'd, and Syracuſe at caſe. 
SIFFREDI, 
Whilſt thus, TIMOcRATES, our feuds and broils 
Devour the time; war ſtrides with haſty ſtep, 
And threatens our deſtruction. Carthage ſwells 
With joy to view our indolence, and {miles 
On our diviſions. 
T1MOCRATES. 

Carthage ſmiles, SirFREDI, 
Let her-for a time, for Sic'ly cares not. 
Her cloud-capt tow'rs will ſoon be laid in duſt; 


Her ſtately monuments be ſwept away, 


Her pride ſhall be her ſhame; and at the feet 


Of Diox sus ſhall ſhe ſue for peace. 


But I muſt hence and wed my charming bride. 

[Exit TIMocRATEs. 
Manet SIFEREDI. 

And I to Dion, with the quickeſt ſpeed, 

And there unfold theſe ſcenes of villainy. 

When will the gods of Sicily look down, 

And fave this wayward ſtate ! oppreſſion ſtrides 

With giant pace o'er Syracuſa's plains : 

Diowysrvs reigns a demon, and invents 


E en 


This night, this very night, ſhall thou enjoy her; 
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E'en cruelties, in hell unknown before. 


. | But I muſt hence, nor idly waſte the time 
& ſpeech, which beſt were ſpent in action: 
Sicily calls aloud, SirrreDi fly, 
And, for thy country, think it bliſs to die 
* Break through the chains of ſlav'ry with applauſe, 


And nobly periſh in fair freedom's cauſe. 


[ Exit, 
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Dion, EeicHarnus, and LEONTINE. 


Don. 
24 E men of Sicily! right worthy friends! 

I know your grievances, yet ſeek not you 
Redreſs by force of arms, and ſour rebellion, 
But rather wait the pleaſure of the gods. 

; EpichARNVs. 
The gods, as well as men, deteſt a tyrant, 
| Ane to fee his fall: 'Tis they inſpire 
Tis they who lead us out againſt his power, 
＋ His lawleſs power, and promiſe us ſucceſs. 
The widow's tears, the tender orphan's cries, 
The groansof theoppreſs'd, havereach'dtheirears : 
[ Angry to view the havock he has made, 
To thee they call, to thee to lead us on; 
To thee, our better genius, they point, 
Nor can we be deny'd thy ſov'reign aid. 
LEONTINE. 


How many friends of Syracuſe like thee 
Are baniſh'd from their native ſoil, to roam 
Forlorn 


Think on the thouſands that he holds in chains; 
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Forlorn and deſolate in foreign wilds, 

Of wife, of children, and of all bereft ! 

Can'ſt thou ſerenely chronicle theſe 11s ? 

Can'ſt thou unfeclingly now hear them told, 

And only with, not give them ſome redrels ? 

1 all the gods if thou deny our ſuit, 

Thou art no friend of wretched Syracuſe. 
Dio. 

Alas! my friends! too raſh is your attempt. 

If Syracuſa ſuffer ſuch diſgrace, 

If you have hearts to back your tongues uproar, 

Return again in peace, and boldly lead 

Your widows, orphans, children to the gates 

Of proud Dionvs1vs ; there on humble knee, 

With ſuppliant voice petition for redreſs, 

Nor leave his court till he ſhall grant your ſuit : 

You that have hearts, dety the card tribe, 

That wait to force you from your ſov'reign's ear. 

Diowys1vs then aſham'd, at what 1s paſt, 

Will deeply ſearch the truth of your requeſt, 

And his ſuſpicions being ſtrong, he'll trace 

Up to the fountain head theſe grievous crimes, 

And you ſhall know the bottom of your ills. | 

If this avail not, know myſelt ſhall go 

In perſon to redeem your rights and liberty, 

And wade in blood to make my country happy. 

Your letters have detain'd me here in Manoa, 

And here I'Il wait till farther news arrives 


Of your nn 
K 2 LEON TINE. 
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LEONTINE. 
What ſay you friends? [Al of them.) 
We'll all abide by him. Let's take our wives 
Let's take our children—let us ſeek re drefs— 
Fl die for Syracule—and I, and I. 
EPICHARNUS, 
Then follow us with ſpeed ; my lord, farewell; 
We'll ſend immediate notice of ſucceſs, 
Or with diſpatch as quick as light” niag By 
To join thee to our aid. 
Dior. 
I'm always ready. 
My friends farewell ; ſucceſs attend you all. 
But bring me word how my ARETE fares, 
And young Hiearwvus; I muſt hence to night. 
[ Exeunt, 
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SCENE LE THE PALACE. 


OO 


Enter ARETE, SOPHROSYNE, and Evpocia. 


ARETE. 
Adviſe the raging waves to be at quiet, 
Bid the black heavens when the tempeſt roars, 
To brighten up like the meridian ſun :— 
Advice is vain. A huſband loſt! a ſon! 
In one ſhort day! the joy of all my life !— 
SOPHROSYN R. 
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THE PATRIOT. 


SOPHROSYNE. 


Why fpeak'ſt thou of thy ſon ArETE? ſay, 
Why name you him ? 
 ARETE. 

He too it ſeems muſt die, 

As well as I. Yes, even he mult pay 

A debt to virtue. O thou pow'r divine! 

How ſhall T bear that greateſt ſhock of nature! 
Evupocia. 

Speak plain, ARETE, and inform us farther. 
ARETE. 

Grief almoſt ſtops my breath, I ſcarce can tell 

The horrid fcene. Alas! SorhROSVYVN EI [Weeps. 

E upociA. 

O ſpeak and give thy grief ſome vent, that we 

May know the worſt, and join with thee in woe. - 
ARETE. 

If I not wed TimocraTEs, I die; 

If I not wed TimocrarTEs, my fon, 

My only ſon, muſt die before my face. 

EupociA. 
Hip ARxusdiel then all my hopes are fled. Faints. 
8 SOPHROSYNE. | 

Evupocia faints, alas! oh day of woe 

Our forrows are almoſt beyond our bearance. 

O my Evupocia! O my good ARETsE | 

Help ro ſupport my child; thou needeſt help, 

Being almoſt ſpent with ſorrow's weighty load ; 

Speak my Evunoc1a, eaſe thy troubled breaſt. 


EuDocia. 


NONE r e 
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Evupocia. 


Coming to herſelf. 
What did I be Did you not talk of death? 
Did you not ſay Hip ARxus too muſt die? 
O queen] O mother! O my good Akers ! 
Pardon Evpocia, for her fault is love; 
And for that love, muſt my Hip ARN Us die? 
O!] let us hence, unto my ſov'reign fly; 
There throw ourſelves ſubmiſſtve at his feet, 
And drown'd in tears, beſeech him for HiARNus. 
Soros YNE. 

O what a ſcene of woe hangs yet behind! 
Our cup is full, and mult it then run o'er ? 
O my Evupocia! why did'ſt thou conceal 
Thy love from me, who cannot now redreſs? 
Dioxvxsius is averſe to all our prayers ; 
And cen deny's admittance to his preſence. 
Yet let us not diſtruſt the ruling pow'r, 
Who animates the ſoul of fair creation ; 
T hele are but trials of our virtue here, 
And ſerve but to refine it. * 
ARE TE. | 

| Were they no more, 
So we could bear them, all would then be well. I 


But what can all our riſing thoughts confine ? 
Thou can'ſt not learn me to forget, elſe I 
Perhaps might ſtill be quiet, and at eaſe. 

| SOPHROSYNE. 
Strive to divert theſe melancholy glooms. 


T H E PA TR 10 T 
ARETE. 
Say, will remembrance quit its clinching hold 
Of all the thouſand pleaſures I have known? 
Can I forget that &er I was a wife ?— 
That &er I was a mother ?— 
___ Evvpocia. 
1 O ARETE! 
u join my grief to thine, and all our life 
To come, we'll weep Hip ARNus. 
No hour, no moment, ſhall depart; unnotic'd 
We'll ſeek ſome ſolitary grove to hide us, 
Where feet of men ne'cr enter to moleſt ; 
There emulate each other in our griefs 
There tell long tales of unſucceſsful love, 
And drown this ſecond world with brinye tears. 
SOCPHROSYNE. 

1 charge thee daughter, give no looſe to grief, 
But bear it like a woman. Good ARETE, 
Diſtruſt not thus thy fate, but rather brave it 

As becomes thy royalty. Ceaſe to grieve. 
ARETE, | 
O kind SopnRosvyNnt! thou much wrong'd queen! 
Or rather let me call thee, deareſt fiſter ; | 
No. more torment my ears with ſounds of peace, 
No more perſuade me I can be at reſt, 
Till I forgetting duty, faith, and love, 
Am lodg'd within the grave, my belt ſecurity. 


SOPHROSYNE. 


Juſt heav'n avert it. 
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ARETE, 
Thanks; my ſiſter, thanks, 
But now farewell, farewell thou hapleſs queen, 
Farewell Evpocia, know when next we meet, 
»Twill be above, in ſcenes of pureſt bliſs. 
[ Exeunt ſeverally, 
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SCENE HI. 
The COUNTRY abons: MANOA, 


Enter SrirrxEDI and 1 at one door, 
EPICHARNUS, L.EONTINE and CITIZENS, at the 


other. 
SIFFREDI. 
How s this LEON TIE? Whither are you going ? 
LEONTIVE. 


Our labour is in vain. His rigid virtue 

Grants not our requeſt. He ſends us back 

To ſupplicate the tyrant's throne for mercy, 

And with our wives and children beg redreſs. 
EpichARNus. 

Know lord SrrrREDI, Dion's noble ft 

Would ſooner bear with patience fortune's frown, 

Than join our weak endeavours for redreſs. 


He ſtartles at the thought, he calls it vile, 


WIRE 


THA PA REQTE: WE 
And ſtiil would make us play the coward's part, 
And linger in our woes. 


SiFFREDI. 

No more, return, 
deturn with me, my friends, he knows not half 
The wretched ills that now demand our ſwords. 
INo time's to ſpare; for ere to-morrow's ſun 
Gilds the bright eaſt, or Svracule is free, 

Or we for ever loſt. But let me ſpeak 
To thele brave ſoldiers. Sons of Syracule ! 
Say, had you rather live enſlav'd as now, 
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Or meet your foes, and triumph in their fall? { 

SOLDIERS. 

Death or freedom, liberty or death. | 
8 ' SIFFREDI. 


Well have you ſpoken, friends of Syracule. 
This night ſhall all be free, as Jove himſelf; 
We'll back ro Dion, when he hears my tale, 
He will not, cannot, dur ſt not, loſe a moment. [Ex. 


SCENE lv. HE 


Enter Dioxvsius, TiMOCRATES aud PHILISTUS. 
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DlioNysIUs. 


Are tlie prieſts ready? Is your bride prepai d 


This very hour will we to the temple, 


E'en 
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E'en now, this very night ſhall ye be join'd. 
Enter an OrFiceR haſtily. 


| Ori. 
Excuſe this bold intruſion, good my ies: 
| The news I bring I fear can but diſpleaſe. 
The people all in haſte forlake the city, 
And loudly bellow out revenge and Dron ; 
_ Unleſs the tumult ſhortly is appeas'd, 
„ | fear effects moſt dreadful and alarming. 
| D1ownys1vs. 
| Curſe on the villain! is it come to this! 
W Haſte thou PaiLisTuvs, know the truth of this, 
: And bring us further and immediate tidings. 
Exit. 
They've ta'en us ſomething unawares *tis true, 
| By heav'n *tis well Hip ARNus is at eaſe, 
Or what a ſcene of miſchief might enſue |! 
But they will ſoon be quell'd, we've power at hand, 
* Ang when this tide is ſpent, that villain dies. 
I TiMOCRATES. 
4 You ſee my liege, how dangerous it 1s 
To be too merciful. 
i Dronys1vs.. 
Full well I wot. 
But glorious vengꝰ ance ſtill remains in ſtore ; 
It gathers now to fall with greater fury. 
Me muſt perhaps TimocraTEs poſtpone, 
X Theſe 
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Theſe marriage rites an hour or ſo, 
But ſhe ſhall ſure be chine, Well good PRILIsrus. 
Reenter-PHILISsTus. 
As I can learn my liege tis foul rebellion, 
All are in arms and fly apace to Manoa, 
Where Dion waits and aids their curſed cauſe. 
Diowys1vs. 
Damnation on his name! but let us hence 
And ſeek our friends, here may be bloody work; 
Let's haſte and arm ourſelves for their reception. 
Now by the ſoul of Hercules I vow, 
Nor heav'n, nor hell, ſhall ſave him from my fury. 
3 [ Exit. 
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SCENE . 


The COUNTRY aut MANOAM. 


— 


Dion, SIFFREDI, SPEUCIPPUs, LLEONTINE 
and EPICHARNUS, 


D1ov. 
It muſt not be SirrRED1, for the gods 
Can ne'er approve rebellious deeds in men. 
If they can plant by their almighty power 
A Rem on the throne, *t1s ours to bear it. 
L 2 SIFFREDI. 
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SIFFREDL. 
Then be the ſad taſk ours to die their ſlaves; 
But not to live in flaviry. Haſte we hence, 
And at the tyrant's feet yield all for loſt; _ 
Our freedom, liberty and lives at once.— 
He-will not lend his helping hand to ſave. 
- SPEUCIPPUS. 
D1ox this ſtern philoſophy unmans you, 
But now I put you to the proof at once. 
Thy tyrant has this night, this very night 
Gwen thy icader, beauteous wife ARETE, 
To that vile fend (nor is that name too groſs) 
TINOCRATES. This night ſhe weds or dies. 
Dio. 
Hah ! ſay'ſt thou ſo? 
SIFFREDI. 

Nay more, my noble friend, 
The tyrant knows not that Hiparxus lives, 
But thinks him murder'd, murder'd by my hand, 
Yor ſuch was his decree; but I have ſav'd him, 
Sav'd him for noble ends, He's now in arms, 
And when the midnight bell ſhall caſt its found, 
Attacks the walls, expecting us to join him. 

Dio. 
Ve ſtrike my ſoul with wonder and amaze, 
But how have you deceiv'd Dionys1vs, lords? 
SIFFREDI. 
The token of his death was but a ring, 
He gave me, that which clos'd up all ſuſpicion. 
Strait 
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Strait I prepared for immediate flight, 

Nor ſtood to pauſe, for ſure *tis time to fly, 

When patriot honcur mult give way to vice. 

Don. 

I thank you lords, thrice let me thank your loves; 
And to preſerve your peace, will loſe my own. 
Yes by this ſword, I ſwear to right you all, 

Or boldly periſh in the great attempt. 

7 But firſt weigh well the motive that inſpires, 
lf that is juſt, th' effects cannot be bad, 
KA My country's good, her freedom draws my ſword. 

No high ambition or a luſt of rule, 
| The vile miſtaken pride of lawleſs minds, 

Now prompts me on to deeds of high renown ; 
But the true inborn love of Sytaciiſe. 

I go to free the ſtate of her rank weeds, 

To cruſh oppreſſion, tyrany and wrong 

To eaſe my country of its galling a 

7 Eſtabliſn unity, and perfect concord, 

And fix our laws upon a ſtedfaſt baſe. 

[ Although my private wrongs, cry out revenge, 
i 
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For Syracuſe I would forge them all. 

But come my friends delays are often dang'rous, 

We'll view our troops, and then for S 

Remember liberty, that child of heav'n, 

pon our launces, and our ſwords depends. 
Exeunt 


SCENE 


9 re, 


* 


IIS EE = 5 0c0200020008 * —— oss ooscocs. r 9 . —— F006: 00820063 
—— — — 23A —— NAS : : OOO ade > Oi. "x; Dug 2 . 9 6— 25 — * 8 * , 
£ — = _ - WA 4 — — , __—_ a * 4 2 1 ; . a — 2 ; — * : 9 BE wh DIO | a we 15 — — 5 IP X . r : . s — — =. 2 | . — — — AA 2 = | 


1 
| 
th 
1 
| | 
H 


. => 2 

DD — ——  _ : — 2 — — TIO — 
— — r NR O——_ — — - — * . 

"== — =! — ä — FO 5 ISS 

— XY — ——— "a . - — — ll — 2 2 3 


— - — 
. - mw on SIE 
— — — PR" — 
* — — 2 — 
— 
— — 
— SEL — 1 


= 
| 
| 


— * 6 
. 


NAIR toon e 


78 THE PATRIOT. 2 


SCENE V. THE PALACE. 
Dionysius, T1IMOCRATES, 6 and others, 


Droxys1vus. 
The regal head's a ſure and certain bulwark, 


That bn awes the rebel to compliance: 


What though their numbers far exceed our own, 


Our cauſe is juſt, and that ſhall pour ſuch fear 

Upon their rebel hearts, that fore diſmay'd, 

The very ſight of our bright glitt'ring ſpears, 

Shall fright em from the field, they will notſtand. 
_"T1MOCRATES. 


My liege with leave there's eaſier means in * 


To humble this bold traitor; let him know 
If he perſiſts in this his villainy, _ 
His fitter, ſon and wife directly die, 


So faſt his ſoul is rivited to them, 


He cannot but comply. 
Drowvys1vs. 

Hence then my lord, 
And quickly execute our embaſſy. 
Let all the gates be ſhut, ſound an alarm, 
So ſhall we then diſtinguiſh who are friends 
Prepare you lances with the greateſt ſpeed, 
And archers throw your arrows to a point; 


= 00800000 coe. — W ©2000009000afÞ mmm „N. 4 


—— — __ _ . 


| 


T. HE FA 
In Sicily's cauſe we'll deeply wade in blood, 
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And boldly conquer this vile rebel crew, 


Or die the death of glory and renown. 
Hence lord TIMOCRATES, we wait his anſwer. [Ex. 
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SCENE VI. Near SR ASESE 


Dio, S1FF2eeD1, SPEUCIPPUSs, LEONTINE, EpI- 
CHARNUS aud SOLDIERS. 


Diox. 
Thus far ſucceſs attends upon our arms, 


Our numbers brave heroic ſons of war, 


Undaunted in the field of blood and laughter. 
Theirs are but few, ſo faſt do they repair 


To this, the noble ſtandard of their glory, 
The city mult be almoſt deſolate. 


Enter a Servant, 


An embaſſy from Syracuſ arrives. 

N Diovw. 
What ſay ye friends, ſhall we permit a hearing, 
Or fend him empty back to Syracuſe? 


SPEUCIP 2 4 938. 


So pleaſe you we'll withdraw from hence awhile, 


Whilit you, if fo you deign permit him audience. 
Dion 
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T. H E PATRIOT. 
Dior. 


Give him admittance. 


Enter T1MOCRATES, 


Dio. 
What is your demand? 
T1MOCRATES. 
The royal Drioxys1vs greets thee well; 
Our ſov'reign anxious, for his country's good, 
Seeing rebellion, feuds and horrors reign, 
Begs a ſuſpenſion of theſe dreadful ills, 
And courts you as a friend with promis'd honours 


This, this is inſolence TimockaTEs, 
| And not an embaſſy of ſacred majeſty ; 
Thou com'ſt to ſpy our numbers and our force. 
: TIMOCRATES. 
My orders I deliver, and no more. 
ik : Dioxys1ivs mourning over Syracule, 
| | Bids then the noble Dion name his terms. 
| Dion. 
Does he not cauſe theſe ills to wretched Sicily? ? 
i Let thoſe who are the cauſe find out a cure. 
4 What terms of peace can he expect from me? 
But hence and bear your maſter back theſe terms, 
| Theſe honeſt terms, and greet him as a friend; 


Bid him to me ſurrender up his crown 


"} 
. 
5 
5 
4 
| 
* 
: 
ö 
: 
| 
Dion. 
What doſt thou come to inſult us, good my lord? 
| 
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Reſtore our hberties and ancient rights; 


Bid him do this, and Dio is his friend. 


And bear that anſwer back to Droxnvys1vs. 


Then thus; my royal maſter bad me ſay, 


Or know thy ſiſter, ſon and wife ſhall die. 


Shall never fright me from my country” s good. 
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Give life to thoſe his violence has ſlain ; 
And make to injur'd innocence amends : 


T1MocRaTESs. 
This is the vaunt of conquerors alone, 
But Sicily my lord's not yet ſubdu'd. 
D1ov. 


All other terms are needleſs, haſte thee hence, 


_T1MocRATES. 
Yet have I more to add. 
Ds Dion. 
Declare it all. 
TIMOC RATES. | 


Diſband thy troops and give up war and arms, 
Nor thus diſturb the peace of Sicily, 


Dior. 
Thou'ſt touch'd me deep ſtab'ſt me to the 
heart 
My wife! my ſon! my ſiſter !—all muſt die! 
Ye gods! Was ever fate ſo hard as mine? 
Droop not my friends—a common, private loſs, 


ARETE, ARISTOMACHE, HiPARNUs, 

Have fouls deriv'd from true heroic fire; 

Let that protect them, and the God they ſerve. 
M | 5 
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THE PATRIOT. 


Yes, I ſhould bluſh with ſhame to own their names, 
Standing in cloſe connection with my own, 
Were they leſs brave than Drox's ſelf ſhall prove. 
Go tell the cowardly, the daſtard tyrant, 
His threats and power I alike defy, 
Hence to thy maſter, tell him I diſdain 
That Dion _ diſdain inglorious life. 

Exit TIMOCRATES. 


Re-enter LEoONTINE, EpicHARNus, SIFFREDT, 
SpevciPpPpus, Cc. 


Diox. 
You ſee, my friends, the tyrant ſhakes with fear; 
Mark'd you, LzownTine, how he nam'd my ſon; 
By this time truth perhaps has reach'd his car. 
But now my friends let no delays attend us, 
So will we ſave a ſiſter, ſon and wife, 
Regain our liberty, and free our country. [ Exeunt. 
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SCENE VIII. THE PALACE. 


Euter Dioxvsius, PuiLIsrus and guards. 


Dioxvslus. 
I'm all impatience, I am all on fire, 
F IMOCRATES, why tarries he ſo long? 
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Our numbers hourly deſert their cauſe, 

We ſhall want ſtrength to face this curſed foe; 
PH1LISTvus, 

Fear not, my leige, fear is for meaner ſouls, 

Who ſtartle at a ſhadowy ſurmiſe, 

Or weak ſuggeſtion, not for Dionys1vs ; 

But here's TiMockaTEs. 


IC 


Enter TIMOCRATES. 


Diowys1vs. 
What ſays the villain ? 
T1MOCRATES. 
My leige, he both defies your force and pow'r, 
And marches on directly to the city ; 
No time's to ſpare, let's haſte and quickly meet 
them. 
Diowys1vs. 
Damnation on the traitor. Open hell; 
To ſwift perdition take th? accurſed fiend : 
Secure ARETE, ſhe ſhall not ſurvive, 
Whate'er our fate to bleſs the villain's arms. 
T1MOCRATES. 
Tis now too late, the leaſt delay undoes us. 
Dionys1vs. 
Well, ſhe ſhall die anon; but where's SIFFREDI ? 


Enter 
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EE DHE PATRIOT. 
Enter an OFFICER, 


OFFgICER. 
Haſte, haſte my prince, the foe is come in view, 


| SIFFREDI and SPEUCIPPUS both are fled, 


Follow'd by hundreds to the villain D1ov. 
D1onys1vs. 
Hence friends, no time's allotted us to think, 


But rouze, rouze all your ſouls againſt the foe; 
Beat drums, ſound trumpets, there's no time to 


_ ſpare, 
We'll * triumphant, or wich 9 die. 
( Excunt. 
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SISENE IX SYRACUSE. 


dagger. 


ARTTE. 

Now: to thy taſk my ſoul, thy ſolemn taſk, 

And with becoming brav'ry bid adieu 

To all the buſtle of a wicked world. 

The night—How ſtill !—How ſolemn ſeems the 
hour! 


Nought 


ARETE is diſcovered with a bowl of poiſon and a 
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The voice of paſſing time, which he repeats 
In dull and awful accents. Silent fits 
The lonely bird of night, forgetting ſong, 

And ſeeks repoſe within its downy neſt, 

But I how wretched ! Sleep forſakes my eyes; 
Sleep, the poor cottager's nocturnal friend; 

But what of that, I ſoon ſhall ſleep in death, 
Where none my drowſy ſlumbers ſhall alarm. 

O death! thou ſhelter from a world of woe! 
How kind, but yet, how awful thou appeareſt ! 
What's after death? The dead alone can tell. 

If there's a God, he muſt delight in truth; 
Delight in honeſt conſtancy and virtue; 
He cannot be ſevere, but here's to prove. 
[Takes the cup, A ſhout within. 
What means that ſhout! Again: and louder yet 
They come perhaps to drag me to the altar. 
O no! that ſhall not be, be quick AR ETE: 
Now all ye hoſts of heav'n view my heart, 
And ye, O ſtars, and moon, record my truth |! 
And thou almighty author of my being ! 
Who knoweſt ev'ry thought, ſee'ſt ev'ry deed, 
If I'm too raſh, O pity woman's frailty, 
Impute it not—this do I drink to Dion. 
[As ſhe is going to drink, enter Dio in haſte, 
at his voice ſhe drops the cup, and ſta nds in 
amaze. 
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Nought but the watchful ſcentry's voice is heard, 
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THE PATRIOT. 
Drox. Os | 
Joy to my lovely, kind and good ARETE 
Quick let me ſhield thee from the force of war, 


What means this raſhneſs—but away my love. 


I[Dioxvsius and his party is beaten off the ſtage 
- by Dion and his party; after which, enter 
Hiparnus at one door, EuDocia at the other. 
Hir ARNus. is 
Now are we met and nothing more ſhall part us: 
The war is buſy, let me guard thee from it, 
Where violence and wrong may not intrude. 
O could I ſtop to tell thee all my foul! 
But we'll be bleſt I'll guide thee to thy ſafety. 
[Exeunt. 


Enter Dion and Hiparnus at one door, Dionv- 
SIUS and TIMOCRATES at tbe other. 


Hiearnus kills TiMockaTEs, Dion diſarms 
Dionvys1vs. 


HipaRnvus. 
Turn here, and meet thy fate inglorious villain. 
TiMockRaTEs. . 
Whom ſee I here—alive and dead at once 
What means all this? My limbs forego their 
office, 


And my heart ſinks below its uſual fierceneſs, 
Now 
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THE PATRIOT aw! 


Now take the villain back. — This to thy heart. 

| [They fight, and TimocraTEs falls. 
Curſe on my ſtars! and am I doom'd to fall 
Yet ere I die, know Diow it was me, 
That thus have injur'd country, king, and thee. 
The letter Dioxvsius thought was fact 


I forg'd againſt thy life - yet O forgive 


Death's agonies are ſtrong—I can no more. 
I Dies. 
5 Dion. | 
Call in our friends—each priſoner let appear, 
That each may meet the ſentence they deſerve. 
[PrILIsTUs and others are 
brought in chains. 


Enter SOPHROSYNE, ARETE, ARISTOMACHE, = 


EupoclA. 
AR ETE runs into Dion's arms. 


ARETE. 

O bliſs beyond the utmoſt reach of thought! 
Dio. 
O lovely, kindeſt, deareſt beſt of women ! 
SIFFREDI 70 SPEUCIPPUS., 

Haſt thou not ſeen two diff'rent chryſtal drops, 
Trembling with earneſt ſympathetic love. 
Then running and commixing cloſe were loſt ; 


Within each other? So methinks *tis now. [Ai les. 


Dio. 
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88 THE PATRIOT. 


Diox-t0' Dionysius. 
Now ſee the emptineſs of human glory ; 
Thou tyrant! thou againſt all kind advice, 
All acts of. counſel, ſacred friendſhip's voice, 
Boldly uſurp'ſt a power not thine own. 
Yet live, for thou haſt much been led 1 
And let the rule deſcend upon the heads 
Of young Hir AR Ns and fair Eupocf, 
So ſhalt thou make amends for all miſdeeds. 
[ Pointing to PHILISTUS and others 
But for theſe villains born to ignominy, 
See that they ſuffer the ſevereſt death ; 
Firſt on the rack let all their limbs be ſtretch'd, 
Then in the fire their mangled carcaſe throw: 
We muſt be cruel when ſuch ſlaves exact it. 
The prijoners are led off. 
__ Drownysvs. 
And think'ſt thou I will live beneath thy rule, 
To drag about a loathſome life in pain 
No: it is far beneath me. I diſdain it. 
[ Staps e 
SOPHROSYNE and ARISTOMACHE. 
O ſcene of deadly ſorrow | 
Dio ys1vs. 
Grieve not for me, fate now has done its worſt. 
The hand of death is on me, O I'm cold! 
Dio thou haſt not conquer'd -O my heart 
For young Hir ARNus and the fair Eupocia, 
D1on I beg the crown. I've wrong'd them much. 
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THE PATRIOT. 89 


And me, TiMocrRaTEs. T've been too raſh, 
But now life's tale is told—O cruel pangs ! 
Comfort AkE TE, comfort up my queen— 
O I have liv'd too long—I can no more. 
> [Dies. 
ARETE. 
See the queen faints ! 
Dion. 
Who waits without, 
Be quick to call phyſicians, and convey 
With care unto her chamber, poor SapHRosyNE. 
[The queen is carried off. 


 Hiparnvus now be kind, Eupocia's thine, 


What ſay ye friends? 
Omnes. 
HlpARNUS and Evupocia. 
Dion. 
Then be it ſo, and many bleſſings wait them. 


For me and my ARETE, we'll retire. 


But ſuch advice and aid as Sicily needs, 
Is open to you all. And now my friends, 
We'll in, and quick conſult the ſureſt means 


To ſettle firm our country's happineſs, 


And with united hearts we'll bojdly meet 


Our common foe. No more tumultuous broils 


Shall vex our ſtate, but love with union join'd, 

Shall once again bleſs this our happy fe. 

How lovely and how ſweet the charms of unity! 
N - Britons, 
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90 THE PATRIOT. 


Britons, by theſe examples learn to prize, 
Freedom the brighteſt gem beneath the ſkies : 
Freedom's your birthright, liberty your claim, 
And borh ſhall flouriſh under GEORGE'S reign. 
Lo! from a tyrant's ſway what ills enſue |! 
With patriot ſouls be to your country true; 
Then ſhall bright liberty for ever ſmile, 
And peace and union bleſs this happy iſle. 

[| Exeunt. 
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